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"SA 1 in the good ſhip the Kitty, 
With 2 ſtiff blowing gale and rough ſens 

Ik Polly the lads call'd ſo pretty, 

Safe here M an anchor Yo Yea, &c. 


She blubber's falt tears when we parted, 
And cry'd, now be conſtant to me; 

I told her not to be down- hearted, 

80 up with the anchor Yo Yea, &c. 


When the wind whiſtled larboard and ſtarboard, 
a And ſtorm came on weather and lee, 

The hope I with her ſhould be barbor'd, 
Was my cable and anchor Yo Yea, &c: 


And yet, my deys would you believe me, 
<4 returned with do rhino from ſea; 
27 My Polly wou'd never receive me, 
So again 1 heay d anchor Yo Yea, &e. 
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THE WILD MORTALS. 


ERE ever ſo many wild mortal; before, 
Got together in frolic, and born to be merry, _ 0 
There are friars and nuns, and old grey beards in ſtore, 
From this ſide and that fide, and Doch ſides the ferry. 
All met at this place, 
At the call of her Grace, 
Whoſe worth and good nature ſure every one knous; 
Then dance, ſing and play, 
As long as you may, 
Joy and health to the Ducheſs 3 ſhe goes. 


Let envy and malice be baniſh'd this night, 


No party-work done for to croſs our gay hearts : 
In micth and good humour then let us delight, + 

And all join in playing our whimſical parts. 
There's Leinſter's great Duke, 

I know by his look, 
Fitzgerald and Lenox united in one; 

Then fay what they will, 

He's Hibernia's friend till, 
Strike up then your tabor as loud as you can. 
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WHEN WILLIAM AT EVE. 

WHEN Villiam at eve mee's me down at the ſtyle, 
How ſweet is the Nightii, gale s ſong ! 

Of tne day | forget all the labour and toil, 


Wh: the mcan plays yon branches among. 


By her beams, without bluſhing, hear kim complain, 
And bel; eve ev ry A0. 0 ef his ſong 

You h ow net how ſweet 'tis to love the dear fxain, 
Wil the moon plays yon branches among. 


ORIGIN OF ENGLISH LIBERTY. 


ox CE the Gods of the Greeks, at ambroſial feaſt, 


Large bowls of rich nectar were quz ting, 
Merry Menus among them appear'd as a gueſfſ, 
Homer {ays the Celeſtials lov'd laughing, 


This happen'd fore Chaas was fix'd into form, 
While nature diſorderly lay; 


While elements adverſe engender'd the ſtorm, 


And uproar embrcil'd, the loud fray, 


On ev'ry Olympic he Mena; droll'd, 


So none could his jokes diſapprove; | 
He fury, repartee'd, and lome odd ſtories told, 
And at laſt thus began upon Jove : 


Sire—Mark how yen Matter is heaving below, 
Were it ſettled 'twould pleaſe all your Court; 

Tis not wiſdom to let it lie uſeleſs you Know 3 0 
Pray people it, juſt for our ſport. | 


Jove nodded aſſent, all Olympus bow'd down, 
At his Fiat creation took birth ; 

The cloud-keeping Deity ſmil'd on his throne a 
e Then e dae production was Earth. 


Ta 
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To honovr their Sov'ceign each God gave a boon ; 
Apolio pretented it Light : 

The Goddeſs of Child-bed dif patcl'4 us a dow, 
To filver the ſhadow of N 5 0 


The Queen of ſof:-wiſhes, foul Vulcan's fair beide. 
Leer'd wanton on her Man of War; 

Saying, as to thele Earth-folks I'll give them a guide, 
So ſhe ſparkled the Morn and Eve Star. 


From her cloud, all in ſp'rits, the Soddeſs up ſprung, 
In ellipſis each Pl. net advanc'd ; 

The Tune of the Spheres the Nine Siſters ſung, 
As round Terra Nova they danc'd. 


F'en Jove himſelf could not infenfible fand, 
Bid Saturn his girls faſt bind, 

The Expounder of Fate grata the Globe in his hand, 
And laugh'd at thoſe Mites call'd mankind. 


From the hand of great Jove into pace it was hurl'd, 
He was chirm'd with the ell of the ball, 

Bid his daughter Attraction: ake charge of the world, 
Aud ſhe hung it up high ih his hall. 


Mliſs, plezs 'd with the pieſent, review'd the globe round, 
Saw with rupture hills, vallies, and plains; 
The felf-balunc'd orb in an at: aolphere bound. 
Prolific by ſuns, dews, and rains. 


With ſrlver, gold, Jewels, ſhe India endow'd, 
France and Spain fhe taught v vineyards to rear, 
What was ft for ech cliine cu each clime ſhe belton 's, 
And Freedom fas found flouriftl'd here. 


The blue-ey'd celeſtial, Minerva the w iſe, 
Ineffably fail on the fp! 

My dear, fays plum'd alias, your laſt gift J prize, 
But, excuſe me, ont hing is forgot. 


Licentiouſneſs Freedom's deſtruction may br: ng, 
Unlel3 prudence prepare: its defence; 
he Goddeſs or Zapience, bio lis whe wing, 
| And on Britons Leſton? 1 Common-Seuſe., | 
N | A 2 | Fur 
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1 our Cardinal Virtues ſhe left in this iſe, 
As guardians to checith the root ; 


Ihe blofloms of Liberty gaily gan fmile, 
And Engliſhmen fed ou the fruit. 


{| Thus fed, and thus bred, by a bounty fo rere, 
i = . Oh reſerve i It as pure as "twas Bix, 13 

We will while we've breath, nay we'll grafp it in death, 
| | And return it untaintsd to Heav'u. 


ORIGIN os FACTION 


TY hiſt'ries of Heathens, by which Tutors train us, 
Ihe ſalt-water Sovereign i is call'd Oc AN Us; 

His ſpouſe was deliver'd, by man-midwife Triton, 
of this ſea-girt iſland, his fav rite Britain, 


The Naiad: were Nurſes, old Trident declar'd, 
To embeliiſh his offspring no pains ſhould be ſpar d: 
Br flying fiſh drawn, to Olympus he drove, 

i! And petition'd the Gods, that his ſuit they'd approve. 

| Quoth Jupiter, I'll make it King of the Sea: 

| Avait! reply'd Neptune, pray leave that to me: 

+ I'll guard it with ſhoals, and I'll make their lad Seamen, 
| Strong Hercules hollow'd out, 1 Il make em Freemen. 


And what will you make, Venus whifper'd to Mars ? 
| Why I'll make all ſoldiers that Nep. don't make tars. 
| Momus ſmil'd, as that droll always merrily means; 
| He begg d they'd go partners, an make em marines. | 


I Quoth Saturn, much time I'll allow 'em for thinking ; 7 
Buck Bacchus re re ply d no, allow it for drinking: 
But Mercur nfwer'd a fig for your Wine, 
i | The art of Fime-killing by Card-playi ing s mine, 
| 
1 | By 


By Styx, quoth Apollo, but Hermes you're bit; 
Zainſt Gaming I'll ſend 'em an antidote - Wit: 

In England, laugh'4 Modus, Wit no one regards. 
Save that ſort of Wit that's in— Playing your Cards. 


Well, well, reply'd Phœbus, I'll mend their conditions, 
I'll teach 'em to fiddle, and ſend them Phyſicians, | 
"Mong Fidlers, quoth Momus, true Harmony's ſcarce j 
And as to your DoCtorſhip—Phyfic's a Farce. 


Says Venus, I'Il people this Iſland with Beauties, 
And tempt Married-men to be true to their duties.— 
You to Married-men's du'y a friend! bawld out Juno. 


You're a ſtrumpet, you flut, and that I know and yuu 
know. b 


Then turning to Jove, who look'd pale, ſhe began— = ' 
I'll ſpoil your olympical gift-giving plan: = 
_ Herſelf not conſulted, ſhe vou'd ſhe would wrong us, 
Blew a Scold from her mouth, and ſent Party among 
EG So _ 


God Bacchus, to counterpoiſe Juno's raſh action, 
Commanded Silenus to feize upon Faction; 

Swift fitted the Fiend, the old toper outſped, 

While Semele's ſon fent a Flaſk at his head. 
The Imp, by the blow, ſpeechleſs fell to the ground; 
May Wine thus for ever foul Faction confound : 


Unanimity! that, that's the Toaſt of our Hearts, 
J kough no Partymen here—Here's to all Men of Parts; 


— — — 


TALLY-HO! A HUNTING SONG. 


YE ſportſmen draw near, and ye ſportſwomen too, 
Who delight in the joys of the field, 

Mankind tho' they blame, are as eager as you, 
Aud nv one the conteſt will yield; 
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His lordſhip, his worſhip, his honour, his grace, 
A hunting continuahy go; 

All ranks and degrees zre ergag'd in the chace, 
With, hark for ward! huzza! tally-ho! 


The lawyer will riſe with the firſt of the morn, 


To hunt for a mortgape or deed; 
The huſband gets up at tne ſohnd of the horn, 
And rides to the common full ſpeed; 


The patciot is thrown in pw ſuit of the game, 


The poet too often lie cn; 5 
Who mounted on Pegaſus fli-- after fame, 
Wich, hark forward ! huzza ! tally-ho! 


While fearleſs o'er hills and o'er wogtlands we f weep, 


Tho' prudes on our paſtime may trown: 
How oft do they Decency's buuyds overleap, 
And the fences of Virtue break down? 
Thus public or private, for penfion or place, 
For amuſemygnt, for paſſion, for ſhow, 


All ranks and degrees are enyag'4 in the chace, 


With, hark forward! huzze! tally-ho! 


n 


JOCKEY. 
Y Laddie has gang'd far away o'er the plain, 


here in ſorrow behind I'm forc'd to remain ; 
Tho' blue-bells and violets the hedges a dorn, | 
Tho' trees are in bloſſom and ſweer blows the thorn ; 


No pleaſure they give me, in vain they look gay, 


There's nothing can pleaſe now my Jockey's away. 
Forlorn | fit ſinging, and this is my itrajn, | 
Haſte, nafie, my dear Jockey, to me back again. 


When the lads and their laſſes are on the green met, 
They dance and they ſms, they laugh ans they chat, 
Contented and happy, their hearts ful] of glee, 

I can't without envy their merriment fee, 


Thoſe 


E 7 1 


Thoſe paſtimes offend me, my {hepherd's not there, 
No pleaſure I reliſh that Jockey don't ſhare, 
1 makes me to ſigh. I from tears ſcarce re“ rain, 

wiſh my dear jockey return'd hack again. 


ut hope ſhall ſuſtain me, nor will I deſpair, 

He promis'd he wou'd in a fortnight be here; 
Oh! fond np rn me my wiſhes ['l] f-aſt, 

For love my dear Jackey to Jennr will haſte! 

7 hen fareweil each eare; and adicu each vain ſizh; 
Who'll then be ſo bleſt or ſo happy as I? : 
I'll ſing on the ineadows and alter mr ſtrain, _ 

| When Jockey returns to my arms back again. 


DANS VOTRE LIT. 


DANS votre lit, my Fanny, ſay; 
When paſt the buſy hours of day, 

Sav and let me happy be, 

To find you ſometimes think on me. 1 
Dans votre lit. 


For whether abſent or in view, 
My thoughts are fondly bent on you; 


When in my dreams I'm full of glee, 


And in my arms embracing thee. : Ef. 
3 7 Dans votre lit. 
But ſoon as dawn appears, miy fair, 
The bliſsful vifion's loft in air, ? 
Conſent, and you ſhall quickly ſee, 
* [will make it ſweet reality. „ 5 
. | Dans votre lit. 


Ihe ſoft confeſſion make, my fair, 
And with it glad my raptur'd ear; 
And in return I'll ſwear to thee 
Ten thouſand worlds I'd give to be. WE 
Dans vote lit. 
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THE PARSON. 


A PARSON who had a remarkable foible, 

Of minding the bottle much more than the bible. 
Was deem'd by his neighbours 10 be leſs perplext, 
In handling a tankard than handling a text! 

- | Derry down. 

Perch'd up in his pulpit one Sunday, he cried, 

Make patience, my dearly beloved——your guide ; 
And in your diſtreſſes, your troubles, and croſſes, 
Remember the patience of Job in his loſſes. 

| Derry down. 


The parſon had got a ſtout caſk of ſtrong beer, 
By way of a preſent—no marter from where, 
Suffice it to ſay, it was toothſome and good, 
And he lov'd it as well as he did his own blood. 
| | | wg Derry down. 


While he the church ſervice in haſte rambled o'er, 
The hogs found a way thro' the old cellar door; 
And by the ſtrong ſcent of the bheer-barrel led, 
Had knock'd out the ſpiggot or cock from its head. 
Derry down. 


Out ſpouted the liquor abroad on the ground. 
The unbidden gueſts quaff d it merrily round; 
Nor from their diverſions, or merriment ceas'd, 
Till every hog there, was as drunk as a beaſt. 
Derry down. 


And now the pve lecture and pray'rs at an end, 
He brings along with him a neighbouring friend, 
To. be a partaker of Sunday's good cheer, 
And taſte his delightful October-brew'd beer. 
5 5 Derry down. 


The dinner was ready, and all was laid ſnug ; 
Here, wife, ſays the parſon, go fetch us a mug: 


But 


1 
Nut a mug of what, he had ſcarce time fo tell ner, 
When—yonaer, ſays ſhe, are the hogs in the cellar! 
| - Derry down. 
She ran, anc returning, with forrowful face, 


In ſuitable phrales related the ca'e; 


He rav'd like a madman, about in the room, 


And then beat his wife, and the hogs, with the brooms. 


Derry down. 
Was ever - poor fellow ſo peſter'd as I;! > 
ff.oth he, the flut makes all the houſe like a frye, 
How came you to lock vour d d hogs in the kitchen? 
Js that a fit place to put cattle you bn in? 
| Derry down. 


1. ora huſband. ſaid ſhe, what a coll you keep here, 
About a poor beggarly barrel of beer: 


Jou ſhou'd in your troubles, mitchances, and croſſes, 
Remember the patience of Job 1 in his loſſes. 


Derry down. 


A rox upon. Job! cried the prieſt, in a rage, 


Thar baer. I dare ſay, was near ten years of age; 
But vou're 4 poor ignorant jade, like his wiſe ; 
For Job never haa ſuch a caſk in his life. 


Derry down. 


| Now ne gbd while at the poor vicar you grin, 


Your caſe, let me teil you's not better a pin; 

XVith goodneſs and wiſdom, your theory dack d i is, . 

Bur you re, ten to one, knave and fool in your practice. 
Derry down. 


THE RACE. 


AS the Farmer went over his corn ripen' 'd land, 


And counted the increaſe of his grain, 


Scarlet poppies he ſaw down the long furrows ſtand, 
Ls ſoldiere, in lines on the plain, 


„ Quoth 


„ 


Qyoth be, thovgh in Learning I am not well ſill'd, 

In mem're this maxim Ii kee 

Thoſe weeds among v hebe, ſhew «hen be elly is fill: 4 
We have nothing to do but to fleep. 


Each ſcene cf creation that pes to our view, 
Attords contemplation a theme, 

A blooms enamei”d by drop of bright dew, 
With Di'monds ſo Court. heanties beam. 

See g::ips 0 grape welling, tr: nh rrent ON vine, 

hat fruit is ar embler of bl ſs; 

Balm 1:5 to lip Lovers as lufetcuſly join, 
And the nectar enjoy of a Kils. 


W kile Briton: like Britons, dare Engliſn Taſte own 7 
Succeſs on our ſtrength could de pend 3; 
We now, by importing enervate Lon 1 on, 
To impotent Idlers defcend. | | | 
We wed without Love, we att“ mpt withqut Powers, 
And ſtrengrhlef-, and ſenle!: , in ſwarms, 
Inſipid 2s burterflies baſking on. fo LErS, 
The £:ibbles fill fine women's arms. 


If Bacchus and Ceres were drove from Love's court, 
Defire muſt frozen depart! 

Roaſt Beef quantum ſeff. and take tantum ra Port, 
They ſteęl the main-{pring of the Heart, 

Cou'd we Venus conſu!t, w hy indeed ſo we max, 
Since each circle a Venus fuph' ies. 

Fil back my Op! nion, age beaut⸗ will ſay 
A Milkſop's the thing they deſp'ſe. 


The Flixir of Love in our ful! gortle view, 
For Renvry's ke Eumpers em! race 3 
While kept in this Training we can t but come through, 
For Give and Take Plates in Love's Race. 
Succeſs to that meeting here cock againſt each, 
Well mounted puſm forward o win, 
For third. fourth, or fit: 7 heats, they rally ing iretch, 
And neck to neck nimbly come in. 


THE 


40 
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THE WORMS. 


KEEP vour diſtance, quoth King, who in lead Coffin 

lay. | | | 
As before him they lower'd a ſhrowdlefs oid Clay 
The Mendicant Carcaſe replied, wa a ſneer, | 
++ Miſter Monarch, be ſtill, we are all equal here. 


Life's miſeries long L was forc'd to abide, | 

By the Seaſons ſore pelted, ſore pelted by pride: 
And though clad in ermine, yet you've been diſtreſt, 
** Both our cares ate now over—lo let us both reſt.” 


«4 


A committee of worms, Manor Lords of the Grave, 
Overheard em, and wonder' to hear the dead rave. 
Quoth the Chairman, Dare mortals preſume thus to prate, 


When even we Maggots don't think ourtetves great? 


Inſane oſtentations, who brag of their births, 
Yet are but Machines, mix'd with aggregate earths : 
They diſtinctions demand, with diſtinctions they meet 
When we throw by the rich folks, as not it to eat. 
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„They are ſcurvy compounds of Debauch and Diſeaſe, 
Putrefactions cf Sloth, or Vice run to the Lees. 

By Luxury's peſtilence Health is laid waſte: 

And all they can boait is They're poiton'd in Taſte, 


'Tis true, cries Crawlina, the Queen of the Worms, 

They make upon earth immenſe noiſe with their 
«© forms; 

„% Pon-onner, with Beauties tho' ſa much I deal, 

On not one in ten can | make a good meal. 


„When we choſe to regale, on the dainties of charma 
We formerly fed on necks, faces, and arms; 

Now varniſh envenoms their tainted comp'exions, 
A fine woman's features ſpread fatal infectigns. | 
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% Not a Worm of good taſte, and "JE" ton, I dare vouch, 
A moiſel of raſhion-made Beauties will touch. 

A Quality Toaſt we imported laſt week 

o Maggots, my ſervants, dy'd eating her OY I 


Very odd, quoth a Critic, Worms hold fuch diſcourſe. 
Very odd, quoth the Author, that men ſhould talk worls, 
Like Reptiles, we crawl upon earth for a term, 

Fake wing for a while—thcn deſcend to a Worm. 


Dan Pope declares all Human Race to be Worms ; 
Maids, Mitles, Wives, Wiiows, all Maggotty forme 
Eut of Worms and wor m- feeding, no more e' repeat, 


Here's a glaſ— Lo the dainty that's made for Man's 
meat. 


THE TOP3AILS SHIYER IN TOE WISD. 


THE Topſails ſhiver in the wind, 
'The ſhip ſhe caſts to tea ; 

But yet my ſoul, my heart, my mind 
Are, Mary, moor'd with thee : 

For though thy failor's bound afar, 

Sin love ſhall be his leading lar. 


Should landmen flatter Khen we're fail'd, 
O doubt their artful tales; 

No gallant ſailor ever fail'd 
If ſore breath'd conſtant gales: 

Thou art the compaſs of my ſoul, 

Which ſteers my heart trom pole to pole. 


Syrens in every port we meet, 
. More fell than rocks or waves; : 
But ſuch as grace the Britiſh fleet, 
Are lovers, and not ſlaves ; 
No foes our courage ſral! ſubdue, | 
Although we've lett our hearts wita"pou, 


Theſe 
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Theſe are our cares, but if you're kind 
We'll fcorn the daſhing main; 
The rocks, the billows, and the wind, 
The power of France and Spain; 

Now e glory reſts with you, 
Our fails are full, ſweet girls, adieu. 


THE WAND'RING SAILOR. 


* THE wand'ring ſailor ploughs the main, 
A competence in lite to gain; 
Undaunted braves the ftormy feas, 

0 find at laſt content and eaſe; 

In hopes when toil and danger's o'er, 

To anchor on his native ſhore. 


When winds blow hard and thunders roll, 

And ſhake the world from pole to pole; 

Tho' dreadful waves furrounding foam, 

Still flatt'ring fancy wafts him home; 

In hopes when toil and danger's o'er, 
Io anchor on his native ſhore. 


When round the bowl the jovial crew 
he early ſcenes of youth renew, 
Tho! each his favourite fair will boaſt, 
| his is the univerſal] toaſt, 

May we when toil and danger's o'er, 
Cait anchor on our native ſhore. 


CAPTAIN DEATH. 
THE mufe and the hero together are fir'd, 
Ihe ſame noble views have their boſoms inſpir'd, 


As freedom they love, and for glory contend, 
bete The muſe o'er the hero ſtill mourns as a friend, 


And 
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Ani here let the mu'e her poor tribute bequeath, 
o ons Britiſh hero, is brave Captain Death. 


His hip was the Terrible! dreadſul to ſee, 

His crew were as brave and as gallant as he, 

Ino hundred or more was their good complement, 
Ani ſure braver fellows to ſ-a never went 

Lach man was determin'd to fpend his laſt breath, 
In Eghting for Britain and brave Cap: ain Death... 


A Prize they had taken diminifh'd their force, 

And ſoon the good prize ſhip was loſt in her courſe; 
tbe French privateer and the Terrible met, 

The battle begun, all with horror beſet ; 

No heart was diſmay d, each was bold as Macbeth. 
They fought for old England and btave Captain Death. 


FI ire, thunder, balls, battles were ſoon heard and felt, 

A fic ht tl-at the hea: t of Bellona would melt; | 
he ſhrouds were all torn, and the decks fill'd with blood, 
And ſores of dead bodies were thrown in the flood; 
he flood from the time of old Noah and Seth, 

Ne'er faw ſuch a man as our brave Captain Death. 


At laſt the dread bullet came wing'd with its fate, 

Our brave Captain dropt, and ſoon after his mate 

Each officer fell and a carnage was ſeen, 

That ſoon dy'd the waves to a crimſon from green; 
And Neptune roſe up and he pull'd off his wreath, 

And gave it a triton to crown Captain Death. 


Thus fell the ſtrong Terrible. bravely and bold, 
But ſixteen ſurvivors the tale can unfold ; 

The French were the viitors, tho' much to their colt, 
For many brave French were with Engliſhmen lot ; 
And this ſays old Lime. from good qucen Elizabeth, 
I fc'er faw the fellow of brave Captain Death. 


THE 
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TiiE RISING AURORA. 
Tun ring Aurora row gilds the ſweer morn, 
Ar 1 renders ail eager to welcome the horn, 
nat thowfands of tranſports the ctace, will imp. * : 
hen i worous Reynard we boldly will Fart. 
lence with your dull lovers who langn. forlor 
And teh for ther Clae':, neglecting the hon 
We irue joliy ſportlmen at large ever rove 
18 only the chacing engages our love. 


a freſh biooming morn our preſence 'ny ter, 
o tufie endiel; pleaſures and rural delights, 
1 Ter uh do we tarry when rap ures await, — | 
Ir wiſhes 10 crown, and our bliſs to compleat! = 
Low inticing the joys that ariſe from: our g ime, 
Nee biber, D örtſwen, and ſeek after tame, 


Na! Org er let” d a ally, bur ift let us fiy » 


What jpleafrire Ike joining the hounds in full cry 
Then onward, my heroes, and let us ne'er FP, 
ii ile old Reynard ſha!l fall in the chace ; 
Ihe ſport's fo enchanting. our hearts will del; ght, 
nile hatlth ann diveriion together unite, 

There, there he ie vonder, huzza, tlly-ho! 

Fo Hahns vr! ing, yet fe ri g to go, 


Nou, now he | * ttarted, oh PV {ui ſurprize, 
He pines, and he trembles, nie pants, and he dies. 


— -w I” — — 


THE SNCUT 1S GONE FORTH. 


THY ; thout is gope forth, hark the d-ep ſinging hound, 
Sce the {port-lov ng high met'led ſieed {purn he ground, 
\ ter him bend his prouc neck as he hears th: lond horn, 

And ſuort the — air of the froll breathing morn. 


Ta 
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In an inſtant all nature is rouz'd from her trance, 
And the hills ſeem to fly, and the trees ſeem to dance, 
Theſe woodlands approſch, and thoſe foreſts retire, 
With frantic delight ev'ry bofom's on fire. | 


On a brow the rap? peaſant can trace the wild tin, 


Pour down the ſſop'd mountain and cover the plain 


Up the ſteep, in the ſtream, or amidit the ſcar'd flocks, 


Who now regards perils of rivers or rocks. | 


We plunge in the lake, over the precipice fly, 
With the game in full view and the pack in full ery : 


What ſportſman lacks courage, what courſers lack breath; 
Or M ho feels fatigue when we're in at the death? 


Nor here ends the pleaſure, nor here ends the chace, 
Ev'ry double we note, ev'ry danger retrace, 

R ecount in returning each peril we dar'd, _ 
And point to each ſpot «here the glory was ſnar'd. 


We view the vaſt fragment, the whirlpool profound; 
And glow with remembrance of acts torenown'd, 
Then to Bacchus and Venus our proweſs rehearſe, 


And deck'd ev'ry deed in the magic of verie. 


* OO TRIER : 


BLOW HIGH, BLOW LOW. 


BLOW high, blow low, let tempeſts tear 
The main- matt by the board, 


My heart with thoughts of thee, my dear, 


And love well ſtored, 
Shal! brave all danger, ſcorn all fear, 
The roaring winds, the raging ſea, 
In hopes on ſhore to be once more 
| Safe moor witn thee.. 


Alo 
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Aloft while mountains high we go, 
The whiſtling winds that ſcud along, 
| And the ſurge roaring from below 
Shall my ſignal be to think on thee, 
And this ſhall be my ſong, 5 | 
| Blow high, blow low, &c, 


And on that night when all the crew 
, The mem'ry of their former lives, 
O'er flowing cans of flip renew, : . 
And drink their ſweethearts and their wives, 
Fil heave a ſigh, and think on thee, 
5 And as the ſhip rolls thro' the ſea, 
Þ; The burthen of my ſong ſhall be, | 
| Blow high, blow low, &. 


THE SECRET. 


THE greateſt ſkill in life, 
For avoiding noiſe and ſtrife, _ 
Is to Ron when a mar ſhall be dumb, dumb, dumb; 
V hen a knave to gin his end, 
Sift you to betray your friend, | 
Let your anſwer be only mum, mum, mum. 


Would you try to perſuade 
A pretty, pretty maid, | 
As ripe as a peach or a plumb, plumb, plumb ; 
You've nothing more to do, 
But to ſwear you'll be true, 
And then you may kiſs, but be mum, mum, mum. 


BE 
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BE MERRY TO-MORROW. 
ALL you that are wiſe, and think life worth enjoying 
Or foldier, or ſa lor, by land or by ſea, 
In loving and laughing your time be employi ing; 
Your glaſe to vour lip, and your laſs on your knee; 
Come fig away, honevs, and caſt off all ſorros! | 
Tho' we all die to- day let's be merry to-!morrow ; 


A hundred years hence "twill be too late to borrow 


A moment of Time to be joyous and free! 
Chorus—Come ſing away koneys, &c, 


Mv lord and the biſhop, in ſpite of their ſplendour, 
When Death gives the call, from their glories muſt 
_ art 3, 
Your nant ful dame, when the ſummons is ſent her, 
Will feel the blood ebb from the cheek to the heart. 
Then ſing away, honeys, an! caft off your ſorrow; 
Tho” you all die to day, yet be mert' to morrow, 
A hundred years hence twlll he top late to borrow 
A cordial to cheriſh the ſorrowſul heart! 
Then ſing away honeys, Ee. 


For Was and honour, then why all this riot, 
Your wrangling, and jangling and all your alarms? 
Arrab! burn you, my honeys, you'd better be quiet, 
And take, while you can, a kind girl ro your arms: 
You'd better be ſinging and cafting oft ſorrow! _ 
7] ho' you all die to-day, ſure, be merry to-morrow f 
One moment to toy and enjoy her {weet charms! 


You'd better be ſinging, &e. 


THE WEEK'S WORK. 


MY wife ſhe died laſt Saturday night, 
1 buried her on the Sunday ; 

I courted another, in coming from church, 
And married again on Monday. 


On 
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On Tueſday after, I ſtole a harſe ; 
On Wedneſday apprehended ; 

On Thurſday J was try'd end caſt. . 
And to morrow the week will be ended. 


THE KENNEL RAK ER. 


THO' I ſweep to and fro, old iron to find, 
Braſs pins, ruity nails, they are all to my mind; 
Yet I wear a found heart true to great George our king ; 
And tho' ragged and poor, with clear conſcience can 
; ſing, 
Thy” J ſweep to and fro, yet I'd have you to know, 
There are ſweepers in high life as well as in low. 


The ſtateſman he ſweeps in his coffars the blunt, | 
That ſhould pay the poor ſoldiers that honour do hunt; 
The action, tho' dirty, he cares not a ſtraw, | 
So he gets but the ready the rabble may jaw. 

| Do 1 ho” I ſweep, &c. 


I'm told that the parſon, for I never go 
o hear a man preach what hell ner ſtick to; 
is all for the ſweepings he tips ye the cant, 


ou mightpray by) ourſelves elſe, depend Sirs, upon't. 


Thu" I ſweep, &c. 


ne ſreeps vou from this Tiſe vou cannot tell where, 
Art what place vou go to the doctor don't care, 

So he brings in his bi'l. your long purſes to broach, 
ben be Lughs in his ſleeve as he rides in his coach, 


Tho” I ſweep, &c, 


Tour crunſel may plead, but pray what is it for; 


His eye's on vour fob, whilit he chatters the law, 
Tongue-padding he rakes ve and ſweeps you quite clear, 
Of what's better then iron you need not to fear. | 


Tho' 1 ſweep, &c. 
| But 


VE. 


Dut honeſty's beſt in what lation we are. 
For the grand ſweeper, Death, we can ſoo-er prepate; 
Your ttatetman, Your parſon, your phyſic and law, 

nen Death takes a i cep are no more than a chaw. 


Tho' ! een, &c. 


THE HEARTY FELLOW. 


w ITH a cheerful old friend, and a merry old ſong, 
And a tankard ef porter, | could ſit the night os 
And laugh at the follies of thoſe that repine, 

Tho' 1 mult drink porter while they can drink wine. 


I envy no mortal, be he ever fo great; 
Nor ſcorn I the Wretch for his lowly eſtate 
But what I abhor, and deem as a curſe, 
Is * of ſpirit, not poorneſo in purſe. 


Then let us, companions, be chearful and gay, 
And cheerfully ſpend life's remainder away ; 
Upheld by a friend, our foes we'll deſpiſe, 
. che more we are envy'd thc higher we rile. 


AULD ROBIN GRAY. 

WHEN the ſheep are in the fauld, and a the kye at 
ame, 

And all the weary warld aſleep i is gane; 

The waes o' y heart fall in ſhowers fra my eve, 


While wy gude wan ſleeps ſound bv me. 
Young Jamie lov'd me weel, and atk'd me for his bride, 


But ſaving a crown, he had naithing elſe beſide, TF 
Jo make the crown a pound, my Jamie went to fea, | \ 
And the crown and the pound were barh for me. Gi 
He had nae been gane a year and a day, þ 
When mv father brake his arm, and cur cow was ſtole 
a way; 5 / 


My 
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MN ip mither fie feil ſick, an“ Jamie at the fea, 
And auld Robin Gray came a c urting to me. 


ny faither could nae wark, and my micher cou'd nae 


ſpin, 
I tai 8 and night, but their bread I cou'd nae win, 
Auli Robin fed 'em baith, and wi' tears in his eye, 
Said leanv for their ſake, O pray marry me: 
My heart it fill hae, and I look'd for Jamie back, 
Bat the wind it blew hard, and his ſhip it was a wrack, 
His ſhip was a wrack, why did nae Jaeny dee, 
And why was ſhe ſpai'd to cry wae's me. 


My father urg'd me fair, but my mither did nen ſpeak, 
But ſhe look'a in my face till my heart was like to break, 
Sa they gied him my bay}, tho? my heart was at the ſea, 
And azld Robin Gray w. gude mun to me: 

| tad nae been a wife, but weeks only four, q 
Wnen fitring ſa mournfully out my ain door, 

I ſaw my "amie's wreath, for I cou'd nae think it he, 
Till he fail, love I'm comed hame to marry thee. 


Mair, fair did we greet,'and mickle did we ſay, 
We took but me kits and we tore ourſelves away, 
IE wiſh 1 were dead, but Pm nae like to dee, 

O way was I born to fay wa'es me. © 

I gang like a «haift, and I canna like to ſpin, 

I dare nae think of Jamie, for that would be a fin, 
But I'll da my beſt, a gude wife to be, 
For aul Robin Gray is very kind to me. 


— 


— — — — 


MY FRIEND AND PITCHER. 


THE. wealthy fool with gold in ſtore 
Will ſtill defies to gra ncher ; 

Give me but theſe, | atk no more, | 
My charming girl, my friend an piicher. 


F* 


| 


BY 


Ny friend ſo rare, my girl % fair, 
Vith ſuch uhat mortal can be richer, 
Give me but theſe, a tig for care, 
With my ſweet girl, my friend and pitcher. 


From morning fun l'd never grieve 
Fo toil. a hedger or a ditcher, 
If that when | come home at eve, 
I might enjoy my friend and pitcher. 
Ny friend o rare, &e. 


Tho' fortune ever ſtuns my door, 
I know not what can bewitch her; 
Wuh all my heart can [ be poor, 
With my n girl, my friend and pitcher 


| N. rend 0 rare, Kc. a 


— — 


NOTHING AT ALL. 
NOW fince I have nothing to do, 


_ A ſtory bout nothing Pl! tell, 


I'!l tell you what nothing does mean, 


How much it does ſomething excel; 


How oft are we brought to a ſtrife, 
How oft” do we quarrel and brawl, 
And if you're to know but the right, 
"Tis all about nothing at all. 


Derry down, down, down, derry, down, 


This worl4 of nothing is made, 

And all that's contain'd therein, 
And, as it has often been ſaid, 

I wt come to nothing again 

But trouble brings ſorrow, you ſee, 
And forrow brings trouble withall, 


And if any from trouble be free e, 


FI i: he who has nothing at all, 


BR! 
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The miſer who lays up his pelf, 

In hopes to have an m-reale. 

He zeer can enjoy it himſelf, 

(Or have any bleffing or peace; 

For he that is ever fo poor, 

A c:ptive to death he mutt fall, 

And he hat is ever ſo rich, 

A: death he'll have nothing at all. Ds 
| | Derry Cann. 

And he who has got a bad wife, | ; | 

At her huſband to quarrel and brawl, 

She worries him out of his life, 

Hr'd better have none at all; 

V henever ſhe fpends her breath, 

Why then fhe*il fmely fall, 

An aft-r ſhe's ſeiz'd by death, 

Why then ſhe ſays nothing at all. 
5 | 3 Derry dowu 

Then fill ev'ry glaſs to the brim. 

And let not one drop of it fall, 

And drink a good health unto him, 

Who (ings about nothing at all; 

For now my companions I pray, 

V' hen you tor the reck*ning do call, 

Rave ev'ry one ſomething to pay. 

For by Juve I'li pay nothing at all, 

85 8 | Derry Down. 


BRIGHT PHOEBUS HAS MOUNTED. 


BRIGHT Phcebus has mounted the chariot of dar, 
I And the horns and the hounds call each ſportſman 


away, | 


Thro' woods and thru' meadows with ſpeed now they 


bound, | 
While health, roſy health is in exerciſe found. | 
Hark away, hark away to the ſound of the horn, 
And Echo, blith Echo makes jovial the —_— | 
| | Zacli 


- 
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lech hill aud each valley is lovely to view, 


While puſs flies the covert, and doys quick purſue, 


Behold where ſhe flies, o'er the wide ſpreading plain, 
While the loud opening pack purſue her amain, 
Hark away, &c. 


At lepgth puſs is caught, and lies panting for breath, 
And the ſhout of the huntfman's the ſignal of death, 
No joys can delight like ſports of the field, 


** 


To hunting, all paſtimes and pleaſures mult yield. 


Hark away, &c 


TREE FROM THE BUSTLE, CARE AND 


| STRIFE. 
FREE from the buſtle, care and ſtrife, 
Of this ſhort variegated life, | 
Oh! let me ſpend my days 
In rural ſweetneſs with a friend, 


IJ whom my mind I may unbend, 


Nor cenſure heed or praiſe. 


Riches bring cares, I aſk not wealth, 

Let me enjoy but peace und health, 
TI envy not the great, 

"Tis theſe alone can make me ble, 


The riches take of Eaſt and Weſt 


I claim not theſe or ſtate. 


Tho' not extravagant or near, 
Bur thro” the well choſen chequer d yeaz, 
l'd have enough to live 


To drink a bottle with a friend, 
Aſſiſt him in diftrels, ne er lend, 


But rather freely give. 


J too would wiſh to ſweeten life. 
A gentle kind good-natur'd wife, 
Young, ſenſible and fair, 


One who could live with me alone, 
| Prefer my cot to cer a throne, 
And footh my every care. 


Thus 


Ihe lad 1 love is ſa qppreſ .d, 
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Thus happy with my wife and friend, 
My life I cheerfully would ſpend 
With uo vain thought oppreſt, 
If heav'n has bliſs for me in ſtore, 
grant me this, I atk no more, 
And Iam truly bleſt. 


» 


CNN t_———_—_—_—— 


TO THE GREENWOOD GANG WITH ME. 


TO ſpeer may love with glances fair, 
The Woodland ladie came, 


| He vow'd he would be aw: ſincere, 


And thus he ſpoke his flame. 
The morn is btythe, the May blooming tale, 
As fair as fair can be, 
To the greenwood gang, my laſſie dear, 
To the greenwood gaug with me. 


Sag with me; 


I cow'd na fay him nay, 
He kiſs'd my lips, my hand be WON 

As tripping o'er the Bray: . 
Dear lad, I cried, fo trig and fair, 

As fair as fair can be, 
To the greenwood gang, my ladie dear, 

To the greenwood gang with me. 

Gang with me, 


The bridal-day i is come to paſs, 
Sic joy was never ſeen, 
And now I'm call'd the woodland laſs, 
The woodland lacdie's queen : 
I bleſs the morn ſo blithe and fair, 
I ſpake my mind ſo free, 
To the greenwood gang, my ladie "FI, 
Fo the green 90d gang with me. 


Gang w ne. 
5 IN 
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IN THE DEAD OF THE NIGHT. 


IN the dead of the night, when all nature's at reſt, 
And morral= erjov the cum bleffings of reit, 
Cupid rap'd at my windor, I' oke at the noiſe, 


Whole there, | reply'd, that diſturbs my re poſe. 


He anſwer! ſo modeſt, ſo meek 2nd ſo mild; 


Dear wa'am, I'm a poor ww fortunate child, 


is a cold rainy night, I am wet to the thin, 
I have loſt my way, fo pray let me in. 


No ſooner from cold and from wet he got eaſe, 

"Than taking his bow, he cried, ma'am if you pleaſe, 
If you pleaſe, ma'am, I weuld by exper ment know, 
If the rain his damag'd the ſtrings of my how, | 


Then taking the quiver and arrow he drew, 
Striking rhe ſt ing, twang went the bow, 
Tis gone, ſhe reply!d, it hoe enter'd my heart, 
Na ſting of a hgrnet e'er cau -d ſuch a ſmart. 


Away * the urchin, as briſk 28 a bee, | 8 
And laughing, I wiſh vou much jar, ma'am, ſays he, 
My bow is undawag'd, through went the dart, | 
But you will have trouble enough with your heart. 


SILENUS AND CUPID. 


CUPID ſent on a meſſage one evering by Venus, 
As ill luck wou'd have ic, was mer by Silenus ; 
The bis belly'd Sot afk'd rhe Urchin to play, 
Aud rhe filly lad gam'd all love's weapons away. 
FP: Derry down, &c, 

His Bow from the Bubble, the old Gambler drew, 
And into a crutch headed Stick turn'd the Yew: 
The String was tough Catgut, Si. ſwore it was well, 
A ſtrong line he wanted, to ring his Bar Bell. K 

= | | | Cy2'; 


1 
{ ove's Arrows were Cane, he divided the ſointe, ES 
P:pe-ftppers the end made. nd Pick teeth the Points: 
Ahe Feathers to bruſh do vn his table were ciever z 
An. to a I'oacco-pouch tumn'd the bov'“ tiver. 


For p'pe lighting Marches he choſe Billet-doux. 

And away, at each puff went a Sonneteer's Vows? 
His Linder was drawn from the brains of the jealous, 
And long-bottled Sighs he preſerv'd for his Bellows, 


Hermes took the lad home, told the tory to Venus, 

She daſh'd down her tea-cup, and fl-w to Silenus : i 

Then threaten'd her Caprain ſhow'd kick the old Clownj 
But 2 and he ſmonk'd, and he ſung Derry 

755 own. | | 


She ſqueez'd his hird-hand, and his fil hy heard fiz2ak'd; 
Nay kif-'.| him, thu? with his tobacco fumes choal 'd : 
Then bepg'd the boy's arms, Hut Si. \ vore with 2 frown; 
He'd be damu'd it he gave them for her Derry Down. 
She whipt her doves bick, vaſtly piqued you may gueſs; 
Jn „ demanded Redeet ; : . fa ” 
_ laugh'd at the Jeſt, and he vow'd, by his Crown, 
hen Spouſe raii'd4 hereafter he'd fing, Derry downs 


Ye Huſbands, too fond, who are Feminine-fool'd, 

And tamely, by Perticoat Governmen! cul'd, 

Reſiſt your Wives Railings, their ſhrill trebles drown; 

By ſmoaking, and ſinging of, - Don, derry doin. 
| | Derry down, &e. 


—_ 


THE DIV OR EAN 


NO more let defect one of wedlack be blam'd, 
To be ſure of grave Cato you've heard: 
In morals more ſteict not a man cou'd be nam'd, 
Yet His Wife to a «- ms transferr'd. A 


j 
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In Rome they encourag'd no Trials crim. con. 
In France, Cuchold-making's a eit; 

And, I truſt, in few years, by the help of bon ton, 
We ſhall be a polite as the beit. 


'Tis vaſtly immenſe! and moſt korridly low! 
When a Momih after Marriage is poft, 


That the huſband ſhou' be ſuch a Fright not to know 


His Lady's affections can't laſt. 


For, broken in Fortune, and ruin'd in Health, 
To patch up both Perſon and Purſe, . 


His Honour addrefles fome Citizen's Wealth, 


And the Daughter accepts, as his Nurſe. 


Too oft, for the ſake of a Title impure, 
Doom'd Beauty is forc'd from her vows, 
To unite with a Blank, for upon the Grand Tour 

Foreign Vice has diſabled the Spouſe. 


In defence of the Fair, Satire openly ſtands, 
And forbids the vague Spendthrifts to roam; 


| Viives have too much flock lying dead on their hands, 


When Huſbands are Bankrupts at home. 


Cenſure no married Dame, as the trade's ſo decreas'd, 


Heavy Intereſt, Principal clogs; 
When Ladies have furniſn'd an exquiſite feaſt, 
Muſt their caimnties be thrown to the dogs? 


Then Divorce, but we laugh at ſuch frivolous things, 
Having here no intention to part :— | 
Weare wed to our Wine; Wine regen' ates the ſprings 

Of that ſelf- moving muſcle the Heart. 


Though to Wine we are wed, yet we do not think fit 
To be tied down for better for worſe, 

If our lanalord A ulterv dares to commit, 
At once we demand a Divorce. 


Bu! at preſent I hope, with an Ergiihman's eaſe, 


We enjoy both our Wine and our Wives ; 


By Liberty bleſt, with the pleaſure ro pleaſe, 


We may live all the days of our lives, — 
| | FE.NGLISTH 
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Wa worth tul your words, if ye dinna tak hede. 
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ENGLISH LITAN Y. 


TO a Stage-Coach we aptly may liken this Nation; 


Where Patſengers ſeldom are pleas'd with their ftation 4 


But »rangling, and Jangling, and j ſiling and jurabling, 


The Inſide- folks grin, and the Ouſides are grumbling. 


The Inns they are in, and the Outs they are out; 

To be in is the Riddle, which makes all thi-rout. 

The Outs call the Miniſtry infimous elves ; | 

And the Inns, when they're out, ſay the ſame things 
themſelves. | | 


It is cunning Credulity ever enflaves ; 


The world is a Hot bet, to raiſe Fools and Knaves: 


They pull this and that way, ſometimes =: together; 
But common ſenſe ſcorns to go partner with ether. 

My Country, my Freedom, and oh, my digion! 
'Theſe tickle the ear, faith, like Mahomet' pigeon: 


Tis the time's cant, the farce, the fineſſe of all ages, 
For what the belt actors of, get the beit wages. | 


Oh my Count:y! but hold, fir, on which fide the 
Tweed ? | | 


4 


We give praiſe to one ſide, the other abuſe, 


Can the unborn their pace of nativity chuſe ? | 4 


Off Prejudice, off, to Obliv'on's cave; | 
We boaſt we are Britons, a. Britons behave: 


Can this, or that fide of a ſtream alter nature? 


No,—waſh thoſe reflections away in the water. 


Get, get is the cry now and get all ye cans; 1 
If ye can get, get honeſtly ; get, though's the plan! 
Get one thing, and, ev'ry thing elſe you'll obtain: 
For Honours are now humble ſervants to Gain. 


The African Slave-dealers ſome may think baſe; 


But what muſt they think--if at home tis the caſe _ 
53 bs 
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The Guinea Trade, here keeps a market "tis certain; 

And Yes and No bought- and fold; more's the mis- 

| fortune. 

Vihen a Beauty's enjoy'd by a man of the Town, | 
het he doated laft week on, this week hell diſown, 
The ſeif ſellers thus, become hoſe people's ſcoff, 
Who firtt turn'd them proſtitutes, then turn'd them off. 


May they die as ther liv'd, by all good men abborr'd, 
We BRITONS BuSEECH THEE TO HEAR Us, Goon 


— - — 
R 1 x. 
WII AT the heart feels oppoſ to the phraſes of ſchools, 


Sweet Sompathies prove the Philoſaphers fools. 
Can all 'he claſp'd volumes of learned men's feats, 
Be e qu. to clatping one Beauty in ſheets ? 


Co, Inſtinct, call Reafon, and hear xhat he'll ſay 
The cowardly Tyrant keeps ont of the way. 

Bolt the door then Decvr=; we'tl bick him at leaſt, 
He may pick up our Oftals, and rail at the feaſt. 


The won of Souls is a Taſk, words may try 
But Lover's Senfations, Deſcription drfv ; 
Lo them only known, who volup'uufly prove 
Alfections Employment, the Phrenzy of Love. 


Put bark! who is that we hear hobbling up ſtairs ? 

It is Reaſon, quoth Fancy;—Oh is it! who cares? 
He's welcome,—a chair there—l hope he'il fit down: 
As he enter'd I [mil' d, —he return'd me a frown. 


My Lafs was before me, my Bottle between; 

In our look we rejoic'd we jiſt no were not (een ; 

But when Fleaſuce pro pts, Reaſon always ſneaks off; 
When over, he bul:y!ike, enters to huff. | . 


Juſt 


I) 


off; 


Reaſon is but a Bug bear, to ſcare girls and hors, 


1 1 


Juſt like an old Watchman, the Goblin was dreſt, 
Gray hairs, pole and lanthern, broad belt and long veſt 
Young fellow, quoth He, it is time you ſhou'd think. 
Old fellow, quoth J. it is time you ſhou'd drink. 


I offer'd a Flaſk of Champaign, on my knee, 
And besg'd, as my Dector, he'd drink for his fee; 
J prais'd his wife ſeeming, —my praiſes prevail'd ; 
For flattery's a noſtrum which never yet fail'd. 


With Praiſes, with Bumpers, I ply'd him ſo long, 

That himſeif he forgot, and wou'd fing us a Song; 

Ave ow dance, nay a wench he wou'd have, and he 
| wore 


But attempting to riſe, he fell drunk on the floor. 


As I order'd a Bed, fays my love-looking Fair, | 
As to Bed, my dear! Reaſon has no bufirteſs there; 
Ihe Senſes their title to that Manor prove, 

Let Reaſon ſleep on, while we waken to Love.” 


Tus MORAL. 
Wine and women, without him, Experience enjoys; 
That were worthy thoſe Bleſſings, let Life's practice 


prove. EO : 
May we never want Reaſon for Drinking or Love. 


NUNCEST BIBENDUM. 


NOW we're free from College Rules, 


From Common-place- book reaſon, 
From trifling ſyHogiſtic Schools, 
And Syiiems out of Seaſon ; 


Never more we'll have defin'd, 


If Matter thinks or thinks not; 
All the matter we ſhall mind, 
Is—he who drinks—or drinks not. 


| M-taph yſic'ly 


E 1 


Metaphryſic'ly fo trace, 

The Mind, or Soul abſtracted ; 
Or prove Infinity of Space, 

By cauſe on cauſe affected; 
Better Souls we can't become 

By immat=-rial thinking; 
And as to Space, we want no room, 
But room enough to drink in. 


Plenum, vacuum, minus, plus, 
Are learned woras, and rare too, 
Thoſe terms our Lutors may diſcuſs, 


A Plenum in our Wine we ſhow, 
Wich Plus, and. Plus behind, fir, 

And when our C. ſh is minus low, 

A Vacuum ſoon we find, fir. 


Copernicus, the learned ſage, 
Dare Tycho's error proving, 
Declurrs in—l can't tell what page 
_. The Earth round Sol is moving. 
But which goes round, what's that to us ? 
Each 1s, perhaps, a notion; 


But mind the Buttle's motion. 
Great Galileo ill was us'd, 
By Superſtition's fury; 
Antipodeans were abus'd 
By ignoramus jury. FL 
But, feet to feet, we dare atteſt, 
Nor fear a treatment ſcurvy; 
For «hen we're drunk, probatum eſt; 
We're tumbling, topſy turvy. 
Newton talk'd of Lights and Shades, 
| And different Colours knew, fir: 
Don't let us ditiurb our heads, — 


We will but ſtudy two, fir. 


And thoſe that pleaſe may near too. 


With Harth, and Sun, we make no fuſs, 


1 


White and Red our glaſſes boaſt, 
e eflection, and Refraction; 
After him we name our toalt,— 


© The Center of Attraction.” 


On that "Theiis we'll declaim, 
With ſtratum, ſuper ſtratum ; 
There's mighty magic in the name, 

"118 Nature's Poſtulatum. 
Wine, in Nature's next o love; 

Then wifely led us blend 'em ; 
Firſt tho', phyſically prove, | 

That Nunc, nunc eſt bibendam. 


TO BE MERRY AND WISE. 


TO be merry and wiſe is a proverb of old, 

But a maxim fo good can't be too often told; 
Then attend to my fong, nor .7.y council deſpiſe, 
For I mean to be merry, but merry and wiſe. 


Ye bucks, who when toping ſuch raptures expreſs, 
And vet the next day diſmal 8 5 | 
Avoid all extremes, and mark well my advice, 
Tis to drink and be merry—— but merry and wiſe. 


In women all lovely is center'd each bliſs, 


But let prudence give ſanction, "twill ſweeten the kiſs ; 


If not beauty or folly your ſenſes ſurpriſe, 
You may kifs and be merry,——but merry and wiſe. 


lives, | | 
All exce? s avoid, and chooſe modeſt wives, 
While prudence preſides, it is thus [ adviſe, 


Then, ye topers and rakes, who would lead happy 


Love, and drink, and be merzy, — but be merry and 


THE 
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THE UNION OF LOVE AND WINP. 


WITH woman and wine I defy ev'ry care, 
For life without theſe is a bubble of air; 
3 For life without theſe, &c. 

Each helping the other, in pleaſure I roll. 
And a new flow of ſpirits enliven m, ſoul 
Fach kelping the other, &. | 


Let grave ſober mortals my maxims condemn; 

J never ſhall alter my conduit for __ a 

I care nut how much they my meafures decline, 

Let 'emi have their own humour, and I will have mine« 


Wine prudently u' will our ſenſes improve, 
*Tis the ſpring tide of life, and the fuel of love”; 
And Venus ne'er look'd with a ſmile ſod.v re, 
As when Mars bound his head with a branch from he 
vine. | _ | 
Then come, my dear charmer, thou nymph half divine, 
Firſt pledge me with kiſſes, next pledge me with wine 
Then giving and tak ng, in mutual return, 
The torch of our loves ſhall eternally burn. 
But ſhoula'ſt thou my paſſion for wine diſapprove, 
My bumper II quit to be bleſt with thy love; 
| For rather than forfeit the-joys of my laſs, 
My bottle I'll break, an&aemoliſh my glaſs. 


A * - 
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by a whirlwind methought I through Fiher was hurl & 


... Electric *'mong Spirits of Air: 
Upborn by the clouds, we look'd down on the world, 
And odd exhibitions ſpy'd there. | 


Epgland's 


E 


Fugland's Genius was there, bearing Monarchy' s crown, 
In proceſſion round Liber'y Hall ; 

Feten ſelz'd her rich robe, Public Spirit pull'd donn, 
Aud Foil. broad grenn AJ ac her fall. 


In weather-Eoufe plac'd, to denote foul and fair, 
Two Figures were veering about ; 

So pageant. we ſaw, an we ſmil'd at their glare, 

| ox they turn'd, with the Times, in and our. 


The Methe.l:its, maſſ'd with Hypocriſy's face, 
Anathemas thunder' d aloud ; | 

So lack Puldings joke with di florted grimace, 
Beaeiting their Gudgeons, —the Croud. 


ie wit and Humour were there, drove from Dignity's 
mr Oo 
Th: t Supidity' s coach might have room; 
bauch we ſaw open Temptation” s ba'e ftore, 


he Aud Diſeaſe taint Simplicity's bloc 


Stubborn Will againſt Prudence was waging a fight, 
ne, Wb le D-fire oppo. id Dut: ſtrong ; - 

ne; Woe Paſtions confels'd Reaſon's Bictates were right, 
Tlubugh themfelves ſtill refoly'd id be wrong. 


onde: ful Troop towards Weſtwiiſter bore: 
hat wonders there are m zmkind ; 

n gtlr chariots Lawyers ars b N 

Ou foot Juſtice follow'd behind 


e preferments we faw—but reſpe& ſhall with. 
and 

The abuſe that's pour'd forth on the Cloth; 

ock Jovbers and Stateſmen we faw hand in e 
And Pride itood at par between both. 


nt per Cent had laid ſiege to Integrity's head, fe 
url d, LAnd Beauty was battering his heart; 9 


I India Succefs ſtruck Humility dead, 
804 Title took Vanity's part, 


land's | | N 5 
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Crafty Care and pale Uſury, two fleepleſs hags, 


Vealth o'erwhelm'd, yet untired with toil ; 
Their heir, Diſſipation, we ſaw at their bags, 
With Flattery ſharing the ſpoil. | 


The myſt'ries of Trade, — but no longer Ill dwell, 
On either the mighty or mean; 

From an Emperor's court to a Penitent's cel, 
Life's all the ſame laughable ſcene. 


"Tis a pitiful piece, like a Farce in a Fair, 
Where ſhew, noiſe. and nouſenſe miſrule, 

_ Where tinſel paradings make Ignorance ſtare, 

VW here he who acts beſt is the Fool. | 


ä : 
IN P E D E N D E N Cc v. 


I. ET us laugh at the common diſtinction of State, 
When merely from Title, men hold themſelves great; 
If Merit wins Honqurs, the wearers we praiſe, | 
But only the Mean homage Heraldry's Blaze. 


If you are a lineal deſcendant from Adam, 

Or ſboufe can collateral claim from his Madam; 

C'er acres of parchment, thy Pedigrees ſpread, _ 
Boaſt not how you're born, fir, but ſne how you're bred. 


Your laurels diſplay, which your forefathers won; 


We allow thev did greatthings. but what have you done? 


ihe Cover, the Stubble, your Conqueſts proclaim, 


And your Country's preferv'd—by the Laws of the Game. 


Ye Lords of large Manors, your flatt' rers diſband, 
What are you but tenants for life to the Land? 

Your lakes, gardens, gots, temples, buits, pictures, plate 
Are things of the Inn, where in Life's tiage you bait, 


Awhile you the labours of Luxury bear, 3 
ill Timetells you out, to make room for your ow | 
| | he 
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The ſame round of riot, he runs for his day, 
His ſueceſſors ſummons, ſends him the fame way. 


But RE who exiſts in Infinity's Stare, 

Whoſe hand holds the Sun, and whoſe Fiat is Fate ; 
To ſome has ſeut power, to others gives wealth, 
And to us, who are humble, his beſt b!eflIing—Health, 


Wit and Humour, the chairs, as our Toaſt-mafters take, 
By their ſocial converſe, our time we improve, 


To the Graces, we nightly a ſacrifice make, 


While Tendernefs lends us the daughters of Love. 


Jolly Welcome attends Hoſpitality's call, 
Common Senſe is our Cat'rer in Liberty Hall; 


For one diſh dreſs'd there, all Court Treat we reſign, 


Keep your diſtance, ye Kings! INDEPENDENT we 


dine. 


THE SKY L ARE. 


GO, tuneful bird, that glad'ſi the ſkies, 

To Daphne's window ſpeed thy way; 

And there on quivering pinion+ riſe, 
And there thy vocal art diſplay ! 


And if ſhe deigns my notes to hear, 
Ana it ſne praiſe th matin fong, 

Tell her rhe ſounds that ſoothe her ear, 
10 Damon's native plains belong. 


Tell her, in livelier plumes array'd, | 
The bird from Indian groves may ſhine, 
But afk the lovely partial maid, 
Whar are his notes compar'd to thine ? 


Then hid her treat yon witleſs beau, 
And all his flaunting race with ſcorn; 


And lend an ear to Damon's woe, 


Who ſings her praiſe, and ſings forlorn. 
C THE 


oh 


Invite the tuneful birds ro fing ; 

And while they warble on each fpray, 
Love melts the univerfal lav; 

Let us, Amanda, timely wiſe, 

Like them employ the hour that flies; 
And in ſoft ra ptures waſte the day, 
Amidſt the Birks of Indermay. 


Soon wears the ſummer of the year, 
And age, like winter will appear, 
Like this, thy lovely bloom will fade, 
As that doth ſtrip the verdant ſhade; 
Our taſte, our pleaſure then is o'er, 
The feather'd fongſters charm no more; 
 Andas they droop, fo we decay, 
Adieu, ye Birks of Indermay. 


THE BIRD. 


THE bird that hears her neſtlings cry, 
And flies abroad for food, | 
Returns impatient through the fky, 

To nurſe her callow brood : 
The tender mother knows no joy, 

But bo:ies a thouſand harms ; 
And fickens for the darling boy, 
When abſent from her arms. 


Such ſondne ſs with impatience join'd, 
MN faithful boſon: fires ; 

No forc'd to leave my fair chind, 
The queen of my defices: 
Th- pow'rs of verſe too 1.:1guid prove, 
Alli {irmlies are vain, 

To ſhew how ardently I love, 

Or to relieve my pain. 


THE BPIREKS OF INDERMAx. 


THE ſmiling morn, the breathing ſpring, 


The 


ge 
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The faint, with fervent zeal inſpir'd, 
For heav'n and Joy divine ; 


The faint is not with rapture fir'd, 


More pure, more warm than mine: ; 
I take what liberty I dare, 
"I were impious to ſay more; 
Convey my longings to the fair, 


The goddeſs I adore. 


THE U A ILE 
BFHOLD on the brow the leaves play in the breeze, 
While Cattle calm feed 1 in the vale; 


The Church ſpire t: N! poiyts through the trees, 
As Lord of the hill and the dale. 


The playful Colts {ip after Dams to the hrook, 
1 he brook flow and ſilently glides : 


The ſurface ſo ſmooth, and fo clear if you lock 


It reflects the guy green on its ſides, | 


In Farm-yard, by his feather'd Seraglio carels'd, 
The King of the walk dares to crow; 
No N oh, nor Nimrod enflaving the eaſt, 
Such pro eſs with Beauty can ſhe w. 


Beneath the ſtill Cow, Nancy preſſes the teat, 
Her face like the ruddy fad d morn ; 


Loud ſtrokes in the barn the ſtrong T kreſhers ee 


Or wintow for market the corn. 


aa their Wi wes, at the doors of their cots, 

81. ſpinning, dreſs'd cleaniy, tho' coarſe, 

To their Babes, while ut: heening the Traveller trots, 
They ſrew the fiae Man and his Horſe. 


A: the heels of the Steed, bark the baſe village M belps, 
Each Pupp 4 rude Echo beltirs; 
But the Hocſe, too high bred, Leunds away from their 
el 


P*, 
| Diſregarding the clamous of Cu. s. 
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1 bderal Railers thus envy betray, 
When Merit above them they view 

Bur Genius diſdains to turn out of his way, 
Or afford a reply to the Crew. 


To conterept and deſpair, ſuch inſanes we commit; 
ut to generous Rivals, a Tozſt— 

May rich Mien reward honeft Feiloivs of vit 

Here's a health to thoſe Dunces hate moſt. 


-COME LET US BEGIN. 


Co let us begin, for the clock has ſtruck ten, 
Leave fool ng, and take off rour glafs 
He that will noi, I'm fure (tho' he looks like a mar) 
Deſer ves tO be reckon'd an aſs, an afs, 
| Delerves to be reckon'd an al. 


Then let us be jovial, drivk, ſing and laugh, 
Let meager dein- ir An, alas! | 
Fill the bumper, ant he that drinks up but the half, 
De! erves do be W d an aſs, an aſe, 
Deſerves 10 be reckon'd an aſs. 


Take your glaffes in hard, a fig for each elve, 
Give the 10aft of forge fav'rite laf- : | 
We'it pledge it, and he that will ſiart before twelve 
Deſerves to be reckon'd an ais, an aſs, 
Deſer ves to be reckon'd an aſs. 


Come give us a ſong, that is ſtock'd well with fun, 
Our time let us merr: 5 pal: : 
Be merry, I fay, he that ftarts before one, 
Deſerves to be reekon d an als, an aſs, | 
Deferve. to be reckon'd an als, 


Here, fore from all care, let us pleaſure purſue, 
Look on money as nothing bur br: ; 
Come, lads, drink about, he that ſtarts before two 
Deſerves to be reckon'd an ale, an als, 
Deſei ves to be reckon' an aſg; 


vhe 
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Who rules will preſeribe for ſuch ſpirits as we, 
'Their ſcheming is all but a faice ; 
Whiiſt there's punch enough, be that ttart- before three 
Deſerves to be reeion'd an als, an af*, | 
| | Delerves to be reckon'd an als, 


8 | Ae a er PISS Ta | | — b 
THE WONDERFUL OLD MAN. 


THERE was an old man, and thovgh 'tis not common, 

Yet if he faid true, he was born of a woman; 

And though *ti> incredible, yet I've been cold, 

He was -nce a mere infant, but age made him old, 
Age made him old, age r24e him old, | 
He was once a mere i, but age made him old, 


Whene'er he was hung he-long' for ſome meat, 
And if he could get it, tyas ſaid he would eat; 
When thirſty, he'd drink, if you gave mim a por, 
And his I:quor moit commonly ran down his throat, 


He ſeldom, or never, could ſee without light, 

And yet I've been told he could hear in the night; 
He has oft been awake in the day-t1me 'tis faid, 
And has fallen aſleep as he lay on his bed. 


"Tis reported his tongue always mov'd when he talk'd, 
And he {ti:'d both his arms and his legs when he walk' ; 
And his gait was ſo odd, had you ſeen him, you'd burſt, 


For one leg or t'other would always be firſt. 


His face was the oddeſt that ever was ſeen, 

For if twas not waſli'd it was ſeldom quite clean; 
He ſhew'd moſt his teeth when he happen'd to grin, _ 
And his mouth ſtood acroſs 't ixt his noſe and his chin. 


When this whimſical chap had a river to paſs, 

If he could not get o'er he would ſtay where he was; 
"Fis faid he ne'er ventur'd ta quit the dry ground, 

Yet ſo great was his luck that he never was drown'd. 
Among other ſtrange things that befel this good yeaman, 
He was married, poor foul, and his wife was a. woman. 
And uvlefs by that liar, Miſs Fame, we're beguil'd, 
We may roundly afficm he was never with child. 
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At laſt he fell fick, as old chronicles tell, 
And then, as folks ſaid, he was not very well; 
But what is more ſtrange, in ſo weak a condition, 


As he could not give fees, he cou'd get no phyſician... 


What wonder he died, yet, 'tis ſaid, that his death 
47 oecaſion'd at laſt by the want of his breath: 
ut peace to his bones, which in aſhes now moulder, 


Had he liv'd a day longer, he'd been a 15 older. 


Fs 


THE VOLUNTEERS OF IRELAND. 


WHEN darkneſs ſpread her ſable veſt, 
An: threaten'd fair Hibernia's land, 
The flame of virtue fir'd each breaſt, 
And form'd a glorious patriot band. 
| * us—Lo! this Patriot Band appears, 
Fam'd Hibernia's Volunteers! 


Inſpir'd with Freedom's ſacred flame, 

I They draw. the ſword, they point the lance, 
And while their country ſoars to fame, 

They — not Spain, they fear not France. | 

! the Patriot Band, &e. 


No toils they heed, no dangers ſhun, 
When acting in their country's cauſe: 
Where er occation calls they run, 
And prove a ſupplement to laws, 
Lo! the Patriot Baud, &e. 


No frors their "PR ſk Ml Ser enſlave, 
For chains they ſcorp, tho' form'd 'of gold: 
No King their freedom to them gave, 
hat charter from high Heaven thev hold. 
Lo! the Patriot Band, &c, 


That charter ſiill they will maintain, 
And to their ſons tranſmit it pure; 
Nay the E:ermal's ſelf will deign 
That charter ever to ſecure. 
| Lo: the Patriot Band, fre, 


THE 


1 
THE JOLLY TO PER. 


I'M a hearty gocd fellow, a ruby nos'd ſot, 
Who never yet thought of treaſon or plot; 

A bottle that's mellow *s the chief of my cares, 

And I guzzle each night, 'till I'm carried up ſtairs. 


On the tombs of the brave ones, the wealthy, and wiſe, 
We are only inform'*d, that under he lies;” | 
"Tis a hint that I like not, a trumperv tale, 

S800 I now drown the thoughts on't in flaggors of ale. 


They my name me fot, blockhead, or e' en what they 
--: 1} e 
But if wealth, nor if riches, nor wiſdom, or ſkill, 

Can their owners preſerve from a church- yard, or prieſt, 
Why, Fil live as I like it—for method's a jeſt, 


On the leſſon of nature it is that I think, 
For ſhe taught me to love, and ſhe taught me to drink; 
'To m pleaſures full power ſhe taught me to give; 

And I'll ſtick to her maxims as long as I live, 

I've money, good ſtore on't. and ſpend it I muſt ; 

Be roaring and merry, but honeſt and juſt, ; 


That, cold in my coffin, my landlord may ſay, 
He's gone, and he's welcome there's nothing to pay. 


THE JOLLY MILLER. 


THERE was a jolly miller liv'd on the River Dee, 
He work'd, he fang from morn to night, no lark ſo 
blithe as he, 


And this the burthen of the ſong for, ever us'd to be, 
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care for nobody, no, not I, it no... iy cares for me. 


I live by my mill, God bleſs her! ſhe's Kindred, child 
and wife ; | IS | 
I wou'd not change my ſtation for any other in life, 
No lawyer, ſurgeon, or doctor, e'er hai a groat from me, 
care for nobody, no, not I, if nobody cares for me. 
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When ſpring begins its merry career, oh! how his heart 
grows gay! 

No gy ns drought alarms his fears, nor winter's ſad 
ecay ; | CS 

No forefight mars the miller's joy, who wants ro ſing 
and ſay, | 

Let wp toil from year to year—l live fiom day to 

Yo 1 | | 


Thus, like the miller, bold and free, let us rejoice and 
ng 3 


The days of youth are made for glee, and time is on the || 


wing. | | 
This ſung ſhall paſ from me to thee, along this jovial 
ring; | 5 | 
Let heart and voice and all agree, to fay long live the 
Ing: 8 | | 


THE IRISH WEDDING. 


THE prieſt of the pariſh rode his garane ba un, 
And married young Phelim to his dear Shevan ; 
There was Padrig and Dermot, and ten ſcore beſide 
With long flails and pirchfoiks to wait on the bride :; 


Chorus—You're welcome heartily, welcome Gramacree, 
Welcome all of you, aye by my troth. 


There was Ellen and Roſeen, anl dear Shelah Wee, 
O hone ! pon my ſou! ſhe's the cuſhiea ma cree, 
There wa: pitties an! patties in long legged pan, 
Sat boiling on Bochroans as fit + they can. | 
| And youre welcome, 3. 

There was tuff ma hv briſhea like gads I may (ay, 
And dip“ ruſnes pli%ed burnt brigitter tl. ia day, 
Rare victuals in platters were let m a row, | 
And neat woolen trenchers tar vhiter than ſnow, 

| And you're welcome, &c. 


There was young kail and nettles mis'd with praſſinghe 
wee, | 

Made the rareſt call-cannon that e' er you did ſee; 

| | There 


— 


e 


| When the bride and the brilegroom they pull'd off their 


Do perſon could fimmd for the ſmell of their t es, 


So ne all return'd home contented and gay, 
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There was maſkans of butter luid on not ſtruans, 
And good Iſkea- haha ferv'd up in quahaans. 
And you're welcome, &c. 


Take away the diſhes and piaiters Shaneen, 

Drink a health to the bride Shudurth 3 vorneen, 

Ihen the piper ſteuek up, we danc'd all in a ring, 

Each maiden a yo and each man Was a king. 
| And you're welcome, de. 


When he fell a daneing each man gave a pogue, 
To his ſweet-heart that ſmack'd like the dab of a brogue; 
We oanc'd 'till ue ſweated, cur buts they did ſmoak, 
So ſtrong, the poor * had like to be choak'q. 
And you're welcome, &e. 


hoſe, 


We he n the beide and the briiegroom were put into bed, 
Ene pull'd off her ſaift to put under her head. | 
| And you're wel.qme, &c, 


We kif/d ard we parted, each man took his leay 

Ine poor ti.'d briegroom look'd wonderful Aeg 

cC, 

1 our p. ou lis and our milx-parls till next holiday, 
Aud you're welcome, &e, 


THE MAD FAMILY. 


TEERE Kas a mid man, he had a mad wife, 
And they liv'd in a mad line, Sir, 

They hay ten children to bring up, 
And they were made the fame, Sir. 


The father was mad, ani the mother was mad, 
The children were mud beſides, Sir, 
And they all zot „p, on 4 vad horie, 
Anu macly they did ride, Sir. 
got up. or how they got down, 
Tt re's no man living can tell, Sir, 
Gar gans they rode until that they came 
Cath the gates of 610 R Nie. 


$- 
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The Devil was glad to ſee them all mad, 
And roſe to let them in. Sir, 
But when he found them more mad than himſelf, 
lle turned them out again, Sir. 


7 — OT ma — 
THE WINE VAULT. 
CONTENTED I am, and contented I'll be, 


For what can this world more afford, 
Than a laſs who will ſociably fit on my knee, 
And a cellar as ſociably ſtor'd, 
„„ My brave boys. 


My vault door is open, deſcend and im & 
That Caſk——aye, that we will try; Ss 

"Tis as rich to the taſte as the lips of your love, 

And as bright as her cheeks to the eye. 

In a piece of ſlit hoop, ſee my candle is ſtuck, 

Till light us each bottle to hand; 

The foot of my glaſs for the > a fe I brake, 
As I hate that a bumper ſhould ſtar d. 


We are dry where we ſit, tho' the oozing drops ſe-m 
With pearl- the moiſt walls to emboſs ; 

From the arch mouldy cobwebs in gothic taſte ſtream 
Like ſturco- work cut out of woſs. | 


When the lamp is brimful, how the taper flame ſhines, 
Which men moiſture is wanting decays ; 
Repleniſh the lamp of my life with rich wines, 
r elſe there's an end of my blaze. 


Sound aſk Pipes they're in tune, and thoſe Binns are 
well fill'd, | | : 
View that * of Old Hock in your rere; 
You bottles are Burgundy ! mir bow they'le pil”, 
Like artillery, tier over ties, 


My 
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My cel/ar's my camp, and my ſoldiers are fi ſks, 
All glorioufly rang'd in review; | 

When I caſt my eyes round, I conſider my caſks 
As kingdoms [I've yet to ſubdue. 


Like Macedon's Madman, my glaſs I'll enjoy, 
Defying hyp, gravel, or gout : 
He cry'd when he had no more worlds to deſiroy, 
I'll weep when my liquor is out. 


On their ſtumps ſome have fought, and as ſfiow:ly will J, 
When reeling I roll on the floor; 8 
Then my legs muſt be loſt, fo I'll drink as I lie, 
And dare the beſt buck to do more. | 


"Tis my will when I die, not a tear ſtall be ſhed, 
No Hic Jacet be cut on my ſtone ; 
But pour in my coffin a bottle of req, 
And ſay that His drinking is done. | 
EY VM,y brave boys. 


TIMEs DEFEAT. 


ONE evening, Good Humour took Wit as his gueſt, 
By Friendſhip invited to Gratitude's featt ; 

Their liquor was claret, and Love was their hoſt, | 
Laugh, ſong, and droll ſentiment, garniſh'd each toaſt, 


While Freedom and Fancy enlarg'd the deſign, 
And dainties were furniſh'd by Love, Wit and Wine, 
Alarm'd, they all heard, at the door a loud knock, 
A watchman hoarſe bawling, 'T was paſt Twelve o'Cioct, 


They nimbly ran down, the diſturbing dog found, 

And up ſtaics they brought the Impertment, bound: 
When dragg'd to the light, how much were they p'cas'l 
To ſee twas the grey-glutton Time they had ſez'd. 


His Glaſs was his Lanthorn, his Scythe was his Pole, 
And his ſingle lock dangled adown his ſm oth ſkull 3 
My frieads, quoth he, panting, I thougut fir to knock, 
And bid you begone, for 'tis paſt Tu elve o Clock. 


Says the Venom' l- Too h'd Savage, on this advice fix, 
1 ho' Nature ſtrikes twelve, Folly ſtill points to fix ; 5 | 
as | : 1 
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He longer had preach' . but no longer they" | hear it, 
So hurry'd him into a hogſhead of Claret. 


Wit obſerv'd it was right, while we're yet in our prime, 
__ "I here is nothing like Claret for killing of Time 

Love laughing, replv'd, I x». nlea.'a from my heat, 
He can't come and put us in de muil part. 


This ;arruusr, Inde Time, tho' a tyr yr long known, 
Py Love, Wit and Wine can be only o'erthroun; 

If hereafter he's winted on avy d-lign, 

Le'il always be ſound in a hogſnrad of Wine. 


Since Time is con fit? to our Wine, Tet us think 

By this rule we are ſure of bur l Ume when we drink; 
Henceforth, let our gl ſſee with tumpers be prim'd. 
We're certain our drinking muſt nos be Well-tim'd. 


THE BROWN JUG. 
| DEAR Tom, this trown jug that now foams with mild 


ale, | | 
In which I wil drink to ſweet Nan of the Vale) 
Was once Toby PFhiipot, a ihirftv old ſoul, 
As Cer drank a bottle, or fatnom'd a bow], 
In boozing about 'twas his praiſe to excel, 
And among jolly topers he bore off the bell. 


It chanc'd as in dog-days he ſat at his eaſe, 

In his flow'c-woven arbour, as gay as vou pleaſe, 
With a friend and a pipe, pufling ſurcow away, 
And with honeſt old ſtiugo was ſoaking his clay, 
His breath doors of 1:fe on a ſudden were ſhut, 
And he dy'd, full as big as a Dorcheſter Butt. 


His body when long in the gronnd it had lain, 

And time into clay bad diſſolv'd it again, 

A potter found out in a covert fo ſnug, | 

And with part of fat Toby he made this brown jug ; 

Now facred to friendſhip, to mirth and mild ale; 

So here's to my lovely ſweet Nan of the Vale 
Vale, ſweet Nan of the Vale. 


THE 
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THE HAPPY LIFE. 
IF I live to grow old, as I find I go down, 


Let this be my fate in a fair country town; 

May! have a warm houfe, with a ſtone at my gate, 

Ana a cleanly young girl to rub my bald pats. _ 
May | govern my paſſions with abſolute ſway, 
And grow wiſer and better, as ſtrength wears away, 
Without gou: or ſione, by a gentle decay. 


I + country town, by a murmuring brook, 
V;th the fea at a diſtance on «mich I my look; 
Vith a ſpacious plain, without hedge or itile, 
And an eaſy pad-nag to ride out a mile. 
May I govern, &c. 


With Horace and Petrarch, and one or two more 
Of the belt wits that liv'd in the ages before; 
With a diſh of roaſt mutton, not ven'ſon, nor teal; 
And clean, tho' coarſe linen at every meal. 
| May I govern, &. 


Wiha pudding on Sunday, with ſtout humming l liquor, 

And a remnant of Latin to puzzle the vicar; | 

With a hidden reſerve of Burgundy wine, 

To drink the king's health as oft as we dine. | 
May 1 govern, &c, 


With courage undaunted may I face my laſt day; 
And when I am dead may the better fort ſay, 
Jude morning when ſober, in the evening when mellow, 
H»'s youe, and han't left behind him his fellow: 

For he govern'd his paſſions with abſolute ſway, 

And grew wiſer and better as his ſtrength wore away, 

Without gout or ſtone, by a gentle decay. 


THE JOLLY WATER MAN. 


AND did you not hear of a jolly young waterman, 
Who at Black-friars bridge was us'd for to ply? 
He feather'd his oars with ſuch ſkill and dexterity, 
Winning each heart and delighting each eye: 


He 
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He look'd fo neat and he row'd fo ſteadily; 

The maidens all flock'd to his boat fo readily 

And he ey'd the young rogues with ſo charming an air, 
That this waterman ne'er was in want of a fare. 


What ſights of fine folks he oft row'd in his wherry, 

Twas clean'd out fo neat, and ſo painted withal ! 
He was always firſt oars, when the fine city ladies 

In a party to Ranelagh went or Vauxhall. | 
And oftentimes ou d they be giggling and leering, 
But *twas all one rg Tom, their jibing or jeering; 
For loving and liking he little did care, Fe 
For this waterman ne'er was in want of a fare. 


And yet, but to ſee how ſtrangely things happen, 
As he row'd along thinking of nothing at all, 
He was ply'd by a damfel ſo young and ſo charming, 
That he ſmil'd, and fo ſtraightway in love he did fall. 
And wou'd this young damſel but baniſh his ſorrow, 
He'd wed her to night before it was morrow ; © 
And how ſhould this waterman ever know care, 
When he's marry'd and never in want of a fare ? 


THE FOX CHASE. 
| 'RECITATIVE. . 
THE whiſtling ploughman hails the bluſhing dawn, 

*The thruſh meiodious drowns the ruſiic note, PE 
Loud fings the black bird thro” reſounding groves, 
And the lark ſoars to meet the riſing ſun. 

LE on Rl 
AWAY, to the copſe lead away; | 
And now, my boys, thro:y off the hounds 


— 


I'll warraut he ſhews us ſome. play; 


See, yonder he ſkulks th. o the grounds. 


Then ſpur your briſk: courſers, and ſmoke em, my bloode; 
"Dis a delicate ſcent-lying morn : | 

What concert is equal to thoſe of the woods, 

Betwixt echo, the hounds, aud the horn? 


Each 


, 


Stout Reynard we'll follow until that we die; 
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Ench earth fee he tries at in vain, _ 
In cover no ſafety can find; 
So he breaks it, and ſcours amain, 


And leaves us far diſtant behind. 


O'er rocks, and ver rivers, and hedges we fir, 
All hazard and danger we fcorn ; 


. 
F 
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Cheer up the good hounds with the horn. 


And now he ſcarce creeps thro' the dale, 
All parch'd from his mow h hangs his tongue; 
His ſpeed can no longer avail, 5 
Nor his life can kis cunning prolong. 
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LET. THE: TOAST PASS. 
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HER E's to the maid of baſhful fifteen, 
Likewiſe to the widow of fif y; 
Here's to the hold and extravagant quean, 
And here's to the houfe aife that's thrifty. 
5 tue toaſt paſs, 
rink to the lass, 
I warrant ſhe'll prove an excuſe for the glaſs. 


Here's to the maiden whoſe dimples we prize, 
And likewiſe to her that has none, Sir, | 
Here's to the maid with a pair of blue eyes, 


And here's to her that's but one, Sir. | 
| et the toaſt paſs, &c. 


Here's to the maid with a boſom of ſnow, 
And to her that's as brown as a berry; 
And here's to the wife with 2 face full of woe, 


And here's to the girl that is merry. 3 
| Loet the toaſt paſs, &c. 


Let her be clumſy, or let her be ſlim, 
Young or ancient, I care not a feather; 
So ſill the pint bumper quite up to the brim, 


And e'e:; let us toaſt them together. | 
Let the toaſt paſs, &e. 


THE 
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WICHING well to good folks. both on this and tha, 
By my own ſire-ſide, with my Laſs, 

Not yaun.vg, vor mute, but in ſpicitn al chat, 
To Old England 1 took off my glaſs. 


The next to my King; and the third was a Joke, 
Of all places I toalted The Beit; 


She ſeem'd not to hear, but her checks bluſhes ſpoke, 


The Wanton my Sentiment gueſs' d. 


Her boſom I preſ-'d, to my lips it aroſe, 


The crimſon till fluſhing her face; 
With eve ng laugh, ſhe re ply'd, I ſuppoſe. 
** You preſume I can gueſs at the place.” 


I anfwer'd, but firſt for my Fee took a Kiſs, 


„Where the Temple of Love we attend, 
© Beauty's columns begin at the Fountain of Bliſs: 
In tapering ou: lines they end. 


„On the top, at the Arch of Enjorment unite, 
* Cu:Vd tendrils the Pediment grace; 
For Cupid's Pantheon, the Shaft of Delig be 
*© Mult ſpring from the Maſculine "Hg 


If the Lady of this perfect Manſion you'll ſee,” 
As I ſpoke, gave my hand to the laſs, 
46 Oh by all mean, ” ſhe ſaid ; ;—* then, my dear, come 
«© with me;“ 


So I led my girl up to the 9 


Off ſhe turn'd, with a pſhah! yet no anſwer expreſt, 
Good breeding ſcorns Prudery's ſcreen ; 
Mong our dinner-time toaſts, when ve drink to the Beſt, 
We only moſt excellent mean. 


Remember, my Bucks, when vou're aiming at Jokes 
Be ſure make the mog of a jeſt; 


Nor like the aſſembly of impotent folks, 


Who prove themſelves—bad at the Bet. 


Our Youths in their waiſts are now ſcarcely a ./ 

An inſenſible, expletive crew ; 

When Lovelineſs weds one, in hopes cl a Mar, 
"i the No. thing a Lady can do. 
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Here's to Beauty a Toaſt, Sir, but not face alone 
Lower yet lies the Circle of Grace; 
, Beneath, where in centre Love buckles her Zone 
the Point of Attraction we place. 


Let our Bottles, like globes, have elliptical ſweep; 
Geumetriſis mind what 1 fay, 
May beautiful Parallels diſtances keep, 
o give Perpendieulars way. 


» . 
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THE BUD OF THE ROSE. 


HER mouth, with a ſmile, devoid of all guile, 
Half open to view, is the Bud cf the Roſe, 
Is the Bud of the Roſe, in the racrniag that blows, 
Impearl'd with the dew, impearl'd with the dew, _ 
| | The Bud of the Roſe, &c, 


More fragrant her breath, than the flower-ſcented heath, 
At the dawning of dy, he hawthorn in bloom, 
The lilly's peifume, the 1:11; 's perfume, | 
Or the bloſſonis of May. 5 0 | 
| | 1 he Bud of the Roſe, &c, 
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THE FEMALE HUNTER, 


A SWEET ſcented beau and a ſimp'ring young cir, 
An artful attorney, a rake and a wit, | 
[3 Set out on the chace in purſuit of her heart, 
: Whilt Chloe diſdainfuliy laugh'd at their art, 
And rou>'4 by the hounds to meet the ſweet morn, 
Tantivy, ſhe follow'd the echoing horn. 


Wir ſwore by his fancy, the beau by his face, 
The lawyer with quibble, Yet out on the chace, 
"the cit, with exactneſs, made up bis account, 
The rake told his conqueſts, how vaſt the amount; 
She jlaugh'd at the follies, and blithe as the morn, 
Tautivy, ſhe fcllow'd the echoing horn. 


Their 
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Their clamorous noiſe rous'd a jolly young ſwain, 

Hark forward, he cry'd, then bounc'd o'er the plain, 

He diſtanc'd the wit, the cit, quibble and beau, 

And won the fair nymph with hollo hillio 

Now together they ſing a ſweet hymn to the morn, 
Tautivy, they follow the echoing horn. 


SAVE WOMEN AND WINE. 


SAVE women and wine there is nothing in life, 
That can hribe honeſt ſouls to endure it; 
When the heart is perplex'd, and ſurrounded with ſtrife, 
Dear women and wine only cure it. | 


Come on then, wy boys, we'll have women and wine, 
And wiſely to L e employ them: 1 
He's a fool that refuſes ſuch bleſſings divine, 

Whilſt vigour and health can enjoy them. 


Our wine ſhall be old, bright and ſound, my dear Jack, 


| _ Fo heighten our am'rous fires ; 1 
Our girls plump and ſound, ſhall kiſs with a ſmack, 
And gratify all our deſires. 


PLATOs ADVICE. 


SAYS Plato, why ſhould man be vain, 
Since bounteous heav'n hath made him great? 
Why look with inſolent diſdain 
On thoſe undeck'd with wealth or ſtate ? 
Can coftly robes, or beds of down, 
Or all the gems that deck the fair; 
Can all the glories of a crown | 
Give health, or eaſe the brow of care? 


I be ſcepter'd king, the burden'd ſlave, 
The humble and the haughty die; 
Ihe rich, the poor, the baſe, the brave, 
In dutt, without diſtinction lic. 
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I with it had hit ſome more ignoble part. 
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Go ſearch the tombs where monarchs reſt, 
Who once the greateſt titles wore, 

Of wealth and glory they're bereft, 
And all their honours are no more. 


So flies the meteor thro' the ſkies, 
And ſpreads along a gilded train; 
When ſhot—'tis gone; its beauty dies, 
Diſſolv'd to common air again: 
So 'tis with us, my jovial ſouls 
Let friendſhip reign, while here we ſtay : 
Let's crown our joy with flo: ing bowls ; 
When Jove commands we muſt obey. 


— — —— IE 
THE COBLER's END. 


A COBLER there was, and he liv'd in a ſtall, 
Which fſerv'd him for parlour, for kitchen and hall; 
No coin in his pocket, no care in kis pate, 
No ambition had he, and no duns at his gate. | 
| | Diaerry down, Ke. 


Comented he Woch d. and he thought hinaſelf happy. 


If at night he could purchaſe a cup of brown nappy, 


He'd laugh then and whiſtle, and fing too moit ſweet, 
Saying, Jult to a hair I've made both ends meet. 
| Derry down, &c, 


But love, the diſturber of high and of low, 
That ſhoots at the peaſant as well as the beau, 
He ſhot the poor cobler quite through the heart, 


Derry down, &c. 


It was from a cellar this archer did play, 

Where a buxom unt damſel continually lay, 
Her eres {bone fo bright when ſhe coie eviry day, 
That ſhe ſhot the poor cobler quite over the way. 


Derry down, &c. 
He 
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He ſuvg her love ſongs as he ſat at his work, 
But ſhe was as hard as a Jew, or a Turk, | 
Whenever he ſpyke, ſhe would flounce and would fleer, 
Which put the poor cobler quite into deſpair. 
| | Lerry down, &c. 


He took up his aul that he had in the world, 
And to make away with himſelf was refolv'd ; 
Hie pierc'd through his body inſtead of the ſole, 
So the cobler he dy'd, and the bell ir did toll. 
. | e Derry down, &c. 


And now in good will, I adviſe as a friend, 
All coblers take notice of this cobler's end, 
Keep your hearts out of love, for we find by what's paſt, 
That love brings us all to an end at the laſt. | 
5 5 | Derry down, &c. 


SOMEHOW MY SPINDLE 1 MISLAID. 


SOMEHOW my ſpindle I miſlaid, 
And loſt it underneath the grafs, 
Damon advancing, bow'd his head, 
And {aid, what ſeek you, pretty laſs 7 
A little love, but urg*& with care, 
Oft leads a heart, and leads it far, 


Twas paſſing bo yon ſpreading oak 
That I my ſpindle loft juſt now; 
His knife then kind'y Demon took, 
And from the tice he cut a bough, 
5 1 5 | A little love, &c, 


Thus did the youth his time employ, 
While me he. tenderlv beheld ; 
He talk'4 of love, I l-ap'd for joy, 
For ah! my hear: cid fondly yield. 
1 TR A little love, &. 


BARTLEME 
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BARTLEME FAIR. 


WHILE gentlefolks ſtrut in their filver and fatrins, 
We poor folks are trampin in ſtraæ hats and pattens, 
Az werrily Old Engliſh baliads can ſing-o, 

As they at their opperores outlandiſh ling o; 
Calling out, Bravo, encoro, and care, 

Tho'f I will ſing nothing but Bartleme Fair - o. 


lere firſt of all crowds againſt other crowds driving, 
Like wind and tide meeting, each contrary it iving; 
Here's fiddling and fluting, and fhrouw'ivg and ſhrieking 


Fites, 2 drums, bag pipes, and barrows- girls 


ſquea v.37? 
My rate round and ſound, here's cho'ce e of fine ware- o, 


* hough all is not ound fold at Bartleme Fair-o. 


Here are drolls hornp pe dancing, and ſhewing of poſ- 
þ dur £2 * 

P!: wn porridge, b. ach- puadinge, and op'ning of ov! ter: ; 

Ihe tap houſe yueits ſwearing, and gail'ry folks Cluawl- | 
ing. 

Wich kalt bexes, ſolos, and month pieces Dawling; 

Piuſps, pek- pocksts, ffrollers, fat landladies, failors, 

Dau ds 1 RO des, jute jocks es, chieves, tumblers, and tay- 

Ors. 


lerc's Punchs whole play of the gunponder-plot, Ste, 
Wild beaſts all alive, and peaſe- 22 hot, Sir: 
Fi'n- ſaufages fry'd, and the Black on the wire; 

(he whole court of France, and nice pig at we fire. 
h- ups- 2nd=-aov. ns, o' li take a ſeat in the chair o 
There are more upe- and-downs than at Bartleme Fair-o. 


Ulere's Vi kittingtor's cot, and the tall dromedary, 
9 7 * 
he chaife without hocies, and (Queen of Hungary; 
The merry 20-counds, come, who rides? come, «ho 
rides? 

Wine, beer, ale, and cakes, and fine-eating beſides 3 
Ihe fant” d med dog thut can teil all his letters, 
And ſome men, as Khat:rs, are not much his betters. 


The 
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This world's a wide fair, when we ramble mong gay 


things; 


r paſſions. like children, are tempted by play- things; 


y ſound and by ſhew, by traſh and by trumpery, 
The fal lals of faſhion, and Frenchify'd frumpery. 
Life is but a droll, rather wrerched than rare o, 


And thus ends the ballad of Bartleme Fair-o. 


THE BHITO RK, 


FROM the face of the Sun, ſee the miſt diſappear, 
Reſplendent his beams brighten dav ; 

The highlands, the trees, and the hill tops are clear, 
*Tis the pride of the year, it is May. | 


The hare ſtarts away, puſs diſturb'd from her ſeat, 1 5 


Flies frighted, and doubles the wold: | 


How plaative the ſheep their loud echoes repeat, 


| Becauſe not yet freed from the fold. 


"Tis Liberty's language, the voice of the ſoul, . 
Throughout air, upon ear h, in the ſea, 

From us unto where the moſt diſtant worlds roll, 
What animal ou'd not be free? OE 


Let us live when we're free; but when Liberty wanes 


Life is but impriſoning breath ; 
As ſlaves ſhall we ſigh, or eſcape from our chains, 
And follow our Freedom to death. „ 


We dare, even dying, our birthrights defend, 
Our laſt ſhall be Liberty's call; 

Like Sampſon, we'll nobly exiſtency end, 
And our tyrants v'erwhelm with our fall. 


Good ſubjects will Government ever obey, 


Into air toſs Malignity's tale; | 
But Hon-uur forbid fraud fhou'd e'er come in play, 
And England be let up for ſale. 
While Will, without Law, ſcourges Gallia's coaſt, 
Let us, in our honeſty bold, 7 


Firlt drink to the KI NS“ health then add to the toaſt, 


May Engliſhmen ſcorn is Le lold. 


* 


ay 


T 59 1 


THE VICAR AND MOSFS. 


AT the ſign of the horſe, old Spintext of courſe, 
Each night took his pipe and his pot, 
O'er a jorum of nappy quite pleaſant and happy, 
Was plac'd this canonical ſot. 5 
| Tol de rol, d rol, titol dittot. 


The evening was dark, when in came the clerk, 
With reverence due, and ſubmiſſion; 
Firſt ſlrok'd his cravat, then twirl'd round his hat, 


And bowing, prefer'd his petition, | 
"we 8 Tol de rol, &e. 


I'm come, Sir, ſays he, to beg, d've ſee, 
Of your reverend worſhip and glory, _ To 
To inter a poor baby, with as much 'peed as may be 
And I'll walk with the lanthorn before ye. | 
„ „ Tol de rol, &ec. 
The body we'll bury, but pray where's the hurry, 
Why lord, Sir, the corpſe it does ſtay ! 
You fool, hold vour peace, fince miracies ceaſe, 
A corpſe, Moſes, can't run away. ND 
| | Tol de rol, &c, 


Then Moſes, he ſmil'd, ſays, Sir, a ſmall child 
Cannot long delay your intentions; 

Why that's true, by St. Paul, a child that is ſmall, 
Can never enlarge its dimenhions. | 


| Tol de rol, &e. 


Bring Moſes ſome beer, and bring me ſome, d'ye hear, 
I hate to be called from my liquor; 1 | 
Come Moſes, the King, tis a ſcandalous thing, 
Such a ſubje& ſhould be but a Vicar. 
e | | | Tol de rol, &c. 


Then Moſes he ſpoke, Sir, tis paſt twelve o'clock, 
Beſides there's a terrible ſhow'r : 7 
Why Mo} es, you elf, ſince the clock has ſtruck twelve, 
I'm {ur it can never ſtrike more, 
e | | Tol de rol, &c 
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Beſides, my dear friend, this leſſon attend, 


Which to ſay and to ſwear, Fl be bold, 


That me corpſe, ſnow or rain, can't eadanger that's 
| plain, 


But * you or I may take cold. 


Tol de rol, Ke. 


Then Moſes went on, Sir, the clock has ſtruck one! 
Pray, Matter, ook up at the hand, 


Why it ne'er can ſtrike lefs, tis a folly to preſs 
A man for to go that can't ſtand. 


But 6.ſt cram'd his j jaw with a quid; 


Each tips off a gill, ſor fear the xj Thould chill, 
Y 


And then ſtagger*s away fide by fide. 


When e come to the grave, the clerk humm'd a ſtave, | 
Whilit the furplice was wrapt round the prieſt, _ 
Whit ſo droll,was the figure, of Moſes and Vicar, 


Good 8 let's pray, put this « corpſe t'other way 
Or perchance I ſhall over it ſtum ble, ; 


Tis belt to rake care, though the ſages declare, 
mortuum caput can't tumble. 


Tol de rol, &c. 


w oman that's born of man, that's wrong, the leaf's torn, 
Oh! man that is born of a woman, 
Can't continue an hour, bur's cut down like a flow'r, 


You ſee, Moſes—Death {pareth no man. 
; Tol de rol, &c. 


Here, Moſes. do look, vhat a confounded book, 
1 the letters are turn d upſide down, 
Such a ſcandalous print, ſure the devil is in't, 


That this Grierfon ſhould print for the Crown. 
a Tol de rol, &c. 


Prithee⸗ 


Tol de rol, &c. 
. AE length hat and cloak, old Orthodox took, 


bs 5 ol de vol. &c: 
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Prithee, Moſes, you read, for I cannot proceed, 
And bury the corpſe, in my ſtead, | 
(Amen, Amen.) 


Why, Moſes, you're wrong, pray hold ftill your tongue, 


You've taken the tail for the head. | | 
Tool de rol, &c. 


O where's thy fling, death! put the corpſe in the eaith, 


For believe me, tis terrible weather: 
So the corpſe was interr'd without praying a word, 
And away they both ſtagger'd together. 5 
| | Tode, &c- 


- 


AS SURE AS A GUN. 


SAYS Colin to me, I've a thought in my head, 

I know a young damfel I'm dying to wet, 

So pieaſe you, quoth I—and whene'er it is done, | 
You'il quarrel and you'll part again—As ſure as a gun. 


And ſo when vou're married, poor am'rous wight, 

You'll bill it and coo it, from morning et u night; 

But truſt me, good Colin, you'l! nnd it bad fan, 

. of which you'll fight and ſcratch—As ſure as a 
gun. 


But ſhoulli ſhe prove fond of her own deareſt love, 
And you be. as ſupple, and ſoft as her glove; 

Yet be ſhe 4 ſaint, and as chalte as a nun, | 
You're faſten'd to her apron-ltring-— As ſure as a gun! 


Suppoſe it was you then, ſaid he, with a leer, 

You wou'a not ſerve me ſo, I'm certain, my dear: 
In troth, I replied, I will anſwer for none, | 
Bur do as other women do- As ſure as a gun! 


* 


THE DA OF HOPE. 
A DAWN cf hope my for] lives, 
And baniſhes deſpair ; 
If yet my deareſt Damon lives, 
Make him, ye Gods, Eg care, 
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Diſpel theſe gloomy ſhades of night, 
ty tender grief remove; | 

Oh! fen1 ſome cheering rav of light, 

Ayd guide me to my love. 


Thus, in a ſecret friendly ſhade, 
The pe: five Sylvia monin'd, 
While corrteous Echo lent her aid, 
And figh for ligh return. 


When, ſugden, Damon's well-known fac 
Eich rifing fear d farms, | 
He eager ſprings to her embrace, 
She inks into his arms, 


ADMIRAL BENBOW. 


O WI fail'l to Vieginia, and thence to New Vork, 
Where we water“ our ſhinzping, ana ſo weg them all, 
Full in view on the fea, ſeven ſail we did 'fpy, 

O we manned our capliern, ard we weigi'd ipecdily. 


The two frit we came up with, were brigant ine ſoops, 
We af if che other five were as big as thev look'd, 
But turning to windward, as near as we could be, 

We found they wer! F:cnch men of war crwizing hard by, 


We took our lenve of them, and made quick diſpatch, 
And we ſteer' d out courts to the iſand of Vache, 

Pur turning to windwird, as near as we could lie, 

On the fourteenth of Augeiſt, ten fail we did ſpy. 


They hoiſted their pendants, and their colours they 
ſpread, ; | 

And they hoiſted their bloody Nag, on the main top- 
maſt head, | | 

Then we hoiſted our jick flag, at the mizen peak, 

So brought up our ſquadron, in à line moit complete. 

Ove drew up our ſquadron, in a very nice line, 

And fought them courageous for four hours tinte; 

But the day being fp-nr, bovs, and night coming on, 

We let them alone till the very next morn, | 


The 
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The very next mo ning the engagement prov'd hot, 
And brave Admiral Benbow receiv'd a chain ſhot; 


O when he was wounded, to his men he did ſay, 
Take me up in your arms, boys, and carry me away. 


O the guns ther did ratrle, and the bullets did fly, 

While brave Admiral Bentow for help loud did cry, 

Carry me to the cockpit, and ſoon eale my ſmart, 

If niy m_ they ſhould ſee me, 'twill ſure break titeir - 
; cart. 1 85 | 


And there Captain Kiiby prov'd a coward at laſt, 

Aud with Wade play'd at bopeep. behind the mainmaſt, 

And there they did ſtand, boys, and quiver and ſh.ke. 

For TO theſe French dogs their lives they ihould 
take. 


The very next morning, at break of he day, 

We hoiſted our topſail-, and fo bore awar, 5 
Me bore to Port- Royal, where the people flock'd much, 
To ſee Admiral Benbow carried to Kingſton town church. 


Come all you brave fellows, wherever you have been, 
Let us drink a health to great George our King, 
And another good health to the g:iris that we know, 
And a third in remembrance of Admiral Benbuw. 


/ 


THE ECHOING HORN. 


THE echoing horn calls the ſportſmen abroad, 
To hoiſe, my brave boys, and away ; 

The morning is up, and the cry of the hounds 
Upbraids our too tedious delay. 


What pleaſure we find in purſuing the fox! 


Cer hill and ver valley he flies; 
Then follow, we'll ſoon overtaie him, hugza! 
The traitor is feiz'd on and dies. 


Triumphant returning at night with the ſpoil, * 
Like Bacchanal-, ſhouting and gay, 

Ho ſweet with the bottle and laſs to refieſh, 
And lole the fatigues of the day ! 


D 2 | With 
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With ſport, love, and wine, fickle fortune defy : 
Dull wiſdom all happineſs ſour. : 

Since life is no more than a p:(lage at beſt, 

Let's ſtrew the way over with flow'rs. 


THE SUN FROM THE EAST. 


THE ſun from the eaſt tips the mountains with gold, 
And the meadows all [pangied with dew-Crops bebuid ; 
The lark'> ear'y matr1,: proclaims the new day, 
And che rorn's cheerful ſummons rebukes our delay: ' 
With the ſports of the field there's no pleaſure can vie, 
While jocund we follow the hounds in full cry. 


Let the Grudge of the town make riches his ſport, | 
And the (|-ves of the ſtate hunt the ſmiles of the court 
No care nor ambition our patience annoy, 

But innocent mirth gives a zeſt to our joy, 


With the ſports of the field, &c. 


Mankind are all hunters in various degree; 
The prieſt hunts a living, the lawyer a fee; 
The doctor a patient, the courtier a place, 
Tho' often, like us, they're fung cut with diſgrace. 
| With the fports of the field, &c. 


The cit hun's a plumb, the ſoldier hunts fame, 
"I he poet a dinner, the patriot a name; 
And the artful coquerte, though ſhe ſeems to r fuſe, 
Yet, in ſpite of her airs, ſhe ber love: pu ſes, 
| W ith the ſports of the field, &c 


Let the bold and the buſy hunt lorv ard wealth, 

All the bleffing we alk is tne bleiTing of health; 

With hounds and with t orns, ' hi? tne wood) nds to roam 
And when tir'd abroad. find conren:ment at home. 
Wich the ſports ol the field there's no pleaſure can vie, 
While jocund we follo the hounds in ful cry, 
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THE DYUSKY NIGHT. 


THE duſky night rides down the ſkr, 


And uſhers in the morn; 
The hounds all join in jovial cry, 
'The huntſman winds his horn. 
And a huating we e will go, &c, 


The wife around her huſband throvs 
Her arms to make him ſtay ; 
My 4ear, it rains, it kails, it ſnows ! 
You cannot hunt to- day. 
Yet a hunting we w. 11 go, &e. 


Axax they fly to ſcape the rout, 
Their ſteeds thev ſoundly ſwitch ; 
Some are thrown in, ſome are thrown out, 
And fome thrown 1 in the ditch. 
. Vet a hunting we will go, &e. 


At laſt from ſtrength to faintneſs worn, 
Poor Reynard ceaſes flight; 
Then, wearv, homeward * return, 
And drink away the night. | 
And a drinking we will go, &c8 


WHEN I WAS A YOUNG ONE. 


WHEN I was a yourg one, what girl was like me! 
So wanton, fo airy, and briſk as a bee ? 

| tattled, [ rambled, i laugh'd, and where-e'er 

A fiddle was beard to be ſure I was there. 


Lo all that came near I had ſomething to fay ; 

"F was this, Sir; and that, Sir; but ſcarce ever nay; 
And, Su ndav*, dreſs'd out in my ſilk and my lace, 

I warravt 1 flood! by the Lett in the place. 


At twenty T vor me a huſband, poor man! 

Well, reſt him ve all are as goofs we can; 

vet he was ſo pe=viſh he'd quarrel for firaws, 

And jealous—though hr” I gave him ſome cauſe, 
3 
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He ſnnÞÞ'd me, and huff'd me; but let me alone; 0 
Egad! I've a tongue, and [ paid him hi: on; | 
Ye wiv's, take the hint, and when ſponſ- is unto-xr'd, ( 
Stand firm to your charter, and have tre last word. | 


But no I'm quite alter'd. the more to my woe z 
I'm not what I was forty ſummere ago: | 
This Iime's a fore foe, there's no ſhunning his dact - 
However, I Kcep up a pete good heart. 


(own old, vet | hate to be fitting mum-chance ; 
I ſtill love a tune, though unable to dance; 

And books of de votion laid by on the ſuelf, 

I teach that to others I once did 1.1 R. 


— — —2 2 — — 


THE JOVIAL FREEMAN. 


COME all ye vourg lovers, who, wan with deſpair, 
(ompoſe idle ſonnets, ard ſigh for tie 1. air, 
Who puff up their pride by ennancing their chs rms, 
And tell them, dis heaven to ie in their arms; 
De wile by example, take pattern from me, 
Fer let what will happen, by Jove l' be tee, 

By Jove Vii be tree, 

For let what will happen, by Jove i I be ce. 


Young D-phne I ſaw, in the net I was caught, 
I le'd ayd el f.trer'd, as cuſtom ha t: ugh; | 
i preſy'd her to Þl ifs, which ſhe grazited ful! foun 3 
Nut the date of my paſſion exP/i'd with the moon; 
dne vow'dſte was rund: I ſid it might be: 
I'm forry, my dear, but by Jove 11 be tree, Sc. 


2 4 os hy — — — 1 „„ h 4 ro 


1 he next was voung Phillis, as bright as ti morn, 
The love that I proff:r'd, the treate 1 with fon; 
] laugh'd at her folly, an l told her my mind. 
that none can be h+ndſome, but ſuch as are kind: 
Her pride and ill nature was loft upon me; 
For in fpite of {air faces, by Jove Vil be free, &c. 


Let others call marriage the harbour of j ys, 
Calm peace 1 delight ii, and * f. om al. nviſe ; 
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Some chuſe to be hamper'd, tis ſure a firange rage, 
Like birds they hing beſt when put in a cage: 
Contnement's the devil, *twas ne'er made for me, 


Let who will be bond ſlaves, by Jove I'll be free, &e. 


Then let each briſk bumper run over the glaſs, 
In a toaſt tothe young and the beautiful laſs, 
V. hos yielding and eaſy, preſcribes no dull rule, 
Nor thinks it a ander a lover ſhould cool: 
T.et us hill life the ſparrow, and rove like the bee, 


For, in ſpite of grave leſſons, by Jove Fll-be free, &c. 


COMMON SENSE. 


(NE night having nothing to do—nor to drink, 

i Degan a new practice, and that was to think; 

Whut my {ub;-&t ſhou'd be, kept me ſome time in doubt, 
I confiier'd, at laſt —w hat we all were about. 


Snch fog ds and ſuch fractions, ſuch follies, ſuch fictions, 
Such cut-of door clamours, and jn-contradiciions | 
What mait this be owing to ?—why ? or from whence ?. 
Vhat is it we want ?—why, we want Common Senfe. 


ves! who can tell us where Common Senſe dwells ? 
Does i: burniſh gold roofs, or ſtrew ruſhes in cells? 
es it beam in the mine? does it ſwim in the ſea ? 
Does it wing the wild air? does it bloſſom the tree? 


If folks wou'd accept Common Senſe as their gueſt, 
Vieh Meum and Tuum at home they'd be bleſt: 
Nor lanatic lacqueys run mad up and down, 

Nor mind any butineſs but what was their own. 


But which is the way to find Common Senſe out? 

dhe feaſts not on turtle ;- cuts in at no rout ? 

Get the tub Cynic's lanthorn, we won't mind expence, 
But look by its light, 'till we ſpy Common Senſe. 


If chance ſhe is ſeen, though for fear we miſtake her, 
She's natively neat, like a lovely young Quaker; 
Pure Beauty, deſpiſing falſe Drapery's aid, 
And Common Senſe ſcorns all pedantic parade 


Let 
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Let us firſt call at Court, but, perhaps, we intrude, 
"F was told ſo by Mifs Affectation, the prude: 
There Faſhion forbids the free uſe of the mind, 
What can Common Senſe ſay in a place fo refin'd ? 


Then at Church! to be ſure, Common Senſe there ſuc- 
ceeds, | 
Unleſs Superſtition ſhould choak it with weeds : 
And though Infidelity dares a p;*tence, | 
She's eafily vanquiſh'd by plain Common Senſe. 
When I mention'd the Church, vou expected at leaſt, 
In the 3 mode, fume ſtale joke gainſt a 
That a laugh I ſhou'd raiſe, at the Clergy's expence; 
But he who wou'd wiſh it, muſt want Common Senſe. 
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As to Trade, no accounts can be well kept without her, 
Vet ſtock - jobbers ſay they know nothing. about her; 
Bear Witneſs'Change- alley —the Omniums declare, 
Common Senſe ſhall for ever be under Par there. 


—— 
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Come, I'll give you a Toaſt, if I give no offence— 
Here's the ſenſit've Plant, and the Root Common Senſe, 
Here's Love's magic Circle, which ail ſenſes binds, 
And Delicate Pleaſure to Senſible Minds, 9 


— 


— 
—— 


OLD ENGLAND. 
HAIL, Evgland! Old En land, for glory renown'd ! 


In arms, as in arts, ſo travſcendently crown'd ? 

Tis thine, ſtrict to honour, no treaties fo break, 

is thine to revenge when that honour's at i{take. 

Then rife, Ove brave! draw the ſword, point the lance, 
And bid the bold cannun rol! thunder to France. 


Hark, truth ſpeaks already, our heroes prevail, 
The rous'd Engliin lion makes Gallia turn pale; 
Thy cunning, O France ! its own fate will decree; 
Succeſs now dans on us by land and by fea, 
Ani wide o'er the main ſhall the Eritiſu flag fly, 
Jo force that ſubmiſſion which prids would deny. 


Britannia 
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Britannia rejoices your ardor to ſee; 
„ My ſons, fight,” ſhe cries, ** 'tis for freedom and me! 


Though Gallia's ambition alliance explore, 


* You'li conquer them now, whom you've conquer'd be- 
6 1. * 
fore. 


And Triumph theſe truths to all nations ſhall ſing, 


The ocean is George's, and George is our King. 


FEMALE LIBERTY REGAIN'D. 


Tuc man has long boaſted an abſolute ſway, 
While woman's hard fate was love, honour, obey; 


At length over wediock fair Liberty dawns, 

And the lords of creation muſt pull in their horns 
For Hymen among ye proclaims his deeree, 

When huſbands are tyrants, their wives will be free. 


Away with your doubts, your ſurmiſes, and fears, 
"Tis Venus boom up for her gay volunteers; | 
Fnliſt at her banner, you'll vanquiſh with eaſe. 

And make of your huſbands what creatures you pleaſe ; 
To artus then, ye fair ones, and let the world ſee, 
When huſbands are tyrants, their wives will be free. 


The rights of your ſex would you e'er ſee reſtor'd. 


Your tongues ſhould be u:'d as a two-edged ſword ; 
That ear piercing weapon each huſband muſt dread, 
Who thinks on the marks von may place on his head: 
1] hea wiſely unite, till the men all agree, 

That women, dear women, ſhall ever be free. 

No more ſhall the wife, as meek as a lamb, 

Pe ſubject to, Zounds, do you know who | am? 
Domeitic politeneſs ſhall fouriſh again, 

Wnen women take courage to govern the men: 
Then ſtand to your charter, and let the world fee, 
Tho huſbands are tyrants, their wives will be free. 


TIER 
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THE CABAL. 


WHY oa.” you, lov'd Senfible, ſnou'd you be pale, 
The por it cf Grief you appear; | 

You look ke yon lily that droops in the vale, 
Vith m lips let me wipe off that tear. 


Diſdain » eply to Malignitv's tongue, 
Let Clagmur to Patience ſubmit; 
It is betta that Slander ſhou'd fav yuu were wrong, 
1 ban that you the wrong ſhou'd commit. 
The Atheiſts, if really ſuch madmen exit, 
Bei:i-! will delirious decry, 
In Infio-: oubtings pretend to perſiſt, 
What they cannot conceive they deny. 


Thu ſame of your ſex, old and ugly, will rail, 


ILA Atheiſt: all goodneſs they doubt, 
Inſi ging men may o'er all beauries prevail, 
Becauſe themſelves could not hold out. | 
You. muſt pardon the cry, think not ſtrange what I ſay, 
_ They mercy from you muſt receive; 


Be known to vour tenderneſs, tis the world's way, 


Who injure will never forgive. 


Smile, ſmile, ſtill ſmile on, let day beam on your face, 
159 obh1-:on be Obloquy hurP'd ; | 

Er te beſt you're belov'd, thou fair figure of Grace, 
Do laugh at the reſt of the world. | 


THE SENTIMENT SONG, 
DINNER o'er, and grace ſaid, we'll for buſineſs pre- 
re 


Arrand'd ight and left in ſupport of the chair, 
W-'!! chorus our ſong as the circling toaſt pafles, 


Aud :anage our bumpers as muſical glaſſes. 


Sing Tantararara "Toaſt all. 


Jo your lips, my convivials, the burgundy lift, 
May we never want courage when pu: to à ſhift— 
| | | Here's 
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Here's what tars dif;ke, and ladies like beſt; 
What's that? ou may whiſper, why 'tis to be preſod! 


Ye fowlers, who enger at partridges aim, | 
Don't mark the maim'd covey, but mind better game; 
lis beauty's the ſport to repay ſport{men's trouble 
Ard there may our pointers ſtand ttitt in the ſtubble. 


To game we give law, and game laws we have {kill in, 
Here's love's laws, and they who thote laws are fulfilling, 
zut never nay damfels demur to our ſport, 

Nor we ſuffer nonſuits when call'd into court. 


As the Indians are warring, our game we muſt fluſh, 
On our breaſts, as we Ive, we preſent through a buſh— 
Here”: the neſt in that buſh, and the bird-netting lover; 
Here's Middleſex buſt-ftigh:ing—reſt and recover. 


Aſthmatical gluttons exiſt but to eat, 

They purchaſe repletions at each turtle treat; 

I ove's feaſt boaſts a flavour unknown to made diſhes— 
Here's life's dainty, dreſo'd with the ſweet ſauce of kifles. 


ay, Fir bef.1l ev'cy laſs, fair may fine ladies fall, 
No colour I'l] fix on, but drink to them all; | 
The black, the brunette, and the golden-lock'd dame— 
| The lock of all locks, and unlocking the ſame. 


ace, Nore upright fore-knowledge that lock is commanding, 
Than all other locks, aye, or Locke's underſtanding : 
Thar lock has the catker of Cupid within it, 
50—-tlere's to the Kev, lad:—the critical minute. 


Lads, pour out libations from bottles and bowls, 
he Mother of All-Saints is drank by All Souls. 

ere's the Down Bed of Beauty which upraiſes man, 
And beneath the Lhatch'd-Houſe the Miraculous Can. 


pre- he Dock-yard which furniſhes Great-Britain's fleets, 
| ihe Bookbinier's wife manufat'ring in ſheets, 

The brown Female reaper, who dares undertake her? 
nd the wife of Will Wattle—the neat Baſket-maker. 


lere's Bathſheba's Cockpit where David ſtood centry; 
ve's Cuitom-houſe, where Adam made the fi;it entry; 
he pleaſant plac'd water fall *midit Buſhy park; | 
he Nick es the tail ſtand, the Farner's wife's Mark, 


That 


ſt all. 
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That the hungrv be fill'd with rich things let us ſay ; 
And well plea-'d the rich be ſent empty away.— 

The Miller's wife's Muſic ;—the Laſs that's lamb-like ; 
And Fence of the farmer on top of Love's dike. 


But why from this round- about phraſe muſt be gueſs'd, 
What in one ſingle ſyllable's better expreſ.'d ; | 
That ſvllable then I my Sentiment call, | 

So here's to ihat Word, which is, one Word for All. 


Sing Tantararara Toait all. 


REPENT ANCE 


THE dictates of Nature prove ſchool knowledge weak, 
Does not Inftin& bevond all the orators ſpeak? 
From their parts of ſpeech we'll not borro one part, 
Our lips, without words, find the way to the heart.“ 


Thus as laſt night I ſung, with my laſs on my knee, 
Methonght one below, hoarſe enquired after me ; | 
We liften'd and heard him, his breathing ſeem'd ſcant, 
And us airs he ſtepp'd, with aſthmatical pant. 


The aoor op'ning wide, ſolus enter'd the ſprite, 

Black and all black his dreſs, ſable emblem of Night: 
His livid lips quiver'd, 1 my name, 

And, head and ſtaff ſhaking, declar'd me to blame. 


Repentance (quoth he) won't admit of delays, 
I inſiſt, from this moment, you alter your ways. 
As U ſtar'd at him, fiylv, my bottle I hid, 

2 hen punctually promi>'d to do as he bid. 


With unkerchief'd neck, ſparkling eyes, and looſe hair, 
Her gown, ſingle pinn'd, burſt from cloſet my fair; 
There ſhe fled whcu the fright firit appear'd in the room, 
Then fell at his feet in the health of Love's bloom. 


So graceful ſhe knelt, and ſo tender her tone, 

"Then ſhe ſent ſuch a look, Silver-beard was her own. 
I faw his eyes twinkle, blood flatter'd his face, 

He fondly, tho” feebly, eſſay d an embrace, 
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Still more majeftie ſhalt thou riſe, 
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left them, and, juſt as I fancy'd the churl 


Made a ſtrengthleſs attempt to be rude with my girl: 
Che ſhriek'd, and I ruſh'd in as he ſtrove to eſcape, 
And the Watch took Repentance away for a rape. 


Ever fince when we wanton in rapt'rous embrace, 

The reproach- bearing wretch dares not ſhew us his face: 
May each fond of each, thus enjoyment improve, 

Be henceforth Repentance a ſtranger to Love. 


BRITANNIA, RULE THE WAVES. 


WIEN Britain firſt at Meav'n's command, 
Arofe from out the azure main, 
Aroſe, &c. | | 

Th s was the charter, the charter of the land, 
And guardian angels ſung this ſtrain 


Rule, Britannia, Britannia, rule the waves, 
For Britons never will be flaves, 


The nations, not ſo bleſt as thee, | 
Mult in their turns to tyrants fall, 
Muſt in, &c. 6 | EY | 
Whilit thou ſhalt flouriſh, ſhalt flouriſh great and free, 
'The dread and envy uf them all. | 
| | Rule, Britannia, &c. 


More dreadful from each foreign ſtroke, 
More dreadful, &c. | 
As the loud Maſt; loud blaſt that tears the ſkies, 
Serves but to root thy native oak. | | 
5 | 5 Rule, Britannia, &c. 


Thee haughty tyrants ne'er ſhall tame; 


All their attempts to bend thee down, 

All rheir, &c. | 5 

Will but arouſe, arouſe thy gen'rous flame, | 
And work thei: woe, and thy renown. 

| Rule, Rritannia, 


Kc. 
To 


E 


1 


To thee belongs the rural reign, 
Thy cities ſhall with commerce ſhine, 
Thy cities, &c. | 
All thine ſhall be, ſhall be the ſubject main, 
And ev'ry ſhore it circles, thine. 2 
| Rule, Britannia, &c. 


| 7 7 
The muſes, ſtill with freedom found, 
Shall to thy happy coaſt repair, 
| Shall, &c.-- : 
Blefs'd Iſle! with beauties, with matchleſs beauties 
crown'd, 
And man!y hearts to guard the fair. 
Rule, Britannia, Britannia, rule the waves, 
For britcus never fhall be ſlaves. 


THE SPINNING-WHEEL. E 2X 


TO eaſethis heart, and own his flame, b- 1 
Young Jockey to my cottage came, | WM: 1 
Yet cho? I lik'd him paſſing weel, d 
I carelef: turn'a my ſpinniag-wheel. 
My milk-white hands he did extol, 1 
And prais'd my finger long and ſinall; 5 | 30 
Unuſual joy my heart did feel, | ES. 
But yet I turn'J my fpinning- wheel. 


Then round about mv flen.'\er wait, F 
He claſp'd his arms, and me embrac'd : | R 
To kiſs my hand he down did knee], | A 


But yet I turn'd my ſpinning-Whecl. 


With gentle voice I bid him rife, 
He bleſs'd my neck, my lips avd eyes: 
_ My fondneſs I could ſcaree conceal, 


But vet I turn'd my ſpinwng-wheel. | 7 
3 a PF 

Till, bolder grown, fo cloſe he pref.'d, Vi 
His wanton thaughts I quickly gueſs'd ; | v 
Then puſh'd him from my rock and reel, NI. 


And angry turn'd my ſpinnivg-wheel. 


At 
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At laſt when I began to chide, 
He ſwore he meant me for his bride ; 
"Twas then m love I did reveal, 
And flung away my fpinning-wheel. 


THE NUN. 


SURE a lafs in her bloom at the age of nir eteen, 
Was ne'er ſo diſtreſe'd as of late I have been; 
know not, I vow, any harm 1 have done, 
But mother oft tells me ſhe'}l have me a Nun, 
Put mother, &c. 
Don't you think it a pity a girl fuch as I, 


| Sh6uld be ſenrenc'd to pray, and to fait, and to cy? 
With wars ſo devout I'm not like to be won, 


And my heart it loves frolic too well for a Nun. 
To hear the men flatter, and promiſe, and fear, 


Ils a thouſand times better to me, I declare; 


I can k-ep myſelf chaſte, nor by wiles be undone ; 
Nav, beſides I'm too handſome, I think, for a Nun. 


Nor to love or be lov'd, oh I never can bear, 
Nor yield to be ſent ro—one cannot tell where 
To live or to die, in this caſe were all one; 
Nav, I fooner would die than be reckon'd a Nun. 


Perh-p3 but to teaze me, ſhe threa ens me ſo, 
I'm ſure were ſhe me, ſhe would ftoutly ſay no: 
But if ſhe's in earneſt, I from her will run. 
And be marry'd in ſpite, that I mayn't be a Nun. 


GAMING. 


AT night I attended at Robinhood's group, 

V h-ce fve-minute orators kept the thing up; 
Waere Politics, Phytics, Wit, Humour and Learn'ng, 
Ma, near things to wordec at, paſt their diſcerning. 
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Quoth a Speaker, applying 1 pinch to his noſe, 

As flowly, like tragedy ghoſt, he aroſe, 

The Methodiſt Pre chers began our ſeduction, 

And Gameſters and Gambling complete cur deſtru tion. 


Young Knowell upſtarting, reply'd with a fneer, 

_ +. Mr. Preſident, really that gentieman's queer, 
He rails againſt Gameſters, yet, this may be ſaid, 
*© He wou'd have been one, but he wanted a head. 


Aud now I am up, and my minutes go on, | 
That I prove him a fool, why, I'll hold two to one. 
«+ Thele fault finders don't know the things they re 
. ä 
* What's all the world after, but winning and loſing ? 
* I forgive asl he knows, and I dare him to fay, 
„ If he wou'd, or wou'd not, have the beſt of the lay. 
** Honeſt people I iove, but I never heard vet | 
It was thought*wrong to have the right ſide of a bett. 


Life's like hazard play ing, we all wiſh to win, 

© And he mutt have luck, to be fure, who throws in. 

« *Tis the Stateſman who fete, his friends nick their 
** Piaces, nn Ye A 

* Andthoſe 'gainit the court are ſuppos d to throw Aces. 


On the turf we perhaps may have Cunning's afhiſt- 
«© ance, - | | | 

„ Put Weſtminſter-hall gives Newmarket a diſtance: 

*« By crofityg and joltling this land may be lott, 

And Liberty run on the wrong ſide the poſt, 


L abjure each expreſſion would hurt ladies fame, 

** Bur will they not all play the bett of the game? 

To be ſure Trade's a virtue, and Gaming a vice, 
Let fraudulent Bankrupts are worſe than falſe Dice. 


* If our betters will play, and playfcllows eſteem us, 
Cum Monitor Judit nos quoque ludemus ; 

Don't blame bim who wins, rather laugh at the loſer, 
We only take Fortune from thoſe who abuſe her. 


** If a Lord loves a Gameſter's life, is it abſurd 
For a Gameſter to take up he life of a Lord? 
* Whether Lord, or what elſe, is a matter of mirth, 
« What ſignifies title, Sir, What are you worth ?” 


The 
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The hammer went down, Knowell Glent became, 


And henceforth we'll honour the beſt of the game: 


So here goes a Mid, here the Caſter muſt win, 
We drink to the lucky, who hold longeſt in. 


— ——— n—_—_— 
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YE delicate lovelies, with leave, I maintain 

That happineſs here you may find; 

To yourſelves I appeal for Felicity's reign, 
When you meet with a man to your mind. 


When Gratitude Friendfhip to Fondneſs unites, 


Inexpreſſive endearments ariſe : 5 | 
Then hopes, fears, and fancies, ſtrange doubts and de- 
„ | e 
Are announc'd by thoſe tell tales, the eyes. 


| Thoſe technical terms, in the ſcience of Love, 
Cold ſchoolmen attempt to deſcribe, 


But how ſhould they paint what they never can prove? 
For Tenderneſs knows not their tribe. 


Of all the abuſe on enjoyments that's thrown, 
The treatment Love takes moiſt amiſs, 

Is the rant of the coxcomb, the fot, and the clown, 
Who pre end to indulge on a kiſs. 


The love of a fribble at ſelf only aims: 
For ſots and clowns—claſs them with beaſts. 
No fibre, no atom, have they in their frames, 
To reliſh ſuch delicate feaſts. 


In circling embraces, when lips to lips move, 

Deſcription, oh! teach me to bd ;, 

The Overture K1ss to the Op'ra of Love— 
But Beauty would laugh at the phraſe. 


Love's preludes are Kiſſes, and, after the play, 
They fill up the pauſe of delight : 4 
The rich repetitions which never decay, 
'The Lip's filent language at night. 
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The raptures of K SsIN G we only can taſte, 
When \ympath:es equal ſpire, 

And while tv enjoyment, unbounded, we haſte, 

Their breath blows thecoal; of defire. 


Again, and again, and again Beauty ſips; 
What — theſe preffure: excite ! | 
When fleering life's tiopp'd by a «ifs of the lips, 
Then inks in a ſigh of delight. | | 
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Whilſt our glafſes we kifſ-, and we frolic at eaſe, 
Of Happineſs ne'er may we wifſs ; 

May we | ve as we lt, may ve kifs whom we pleafe, 
And may we ſtill * whom we kiſs. 


I ONCE WAS A MAIDEN. 


I ONCE was a maiden as freſh as a roſe, 
And as fickle as April weather, _ 
IT laid down without care, and [ wak'd with repoſe, 
— a heart as light as a feather. 
With a heart, Se. 


I work'd with the girls, and I play'd with the men, 
I always was rompiug or ſpinning, 
Aud what if they pilfer'd a kiſs now and then, 


I hope twas not very great — | | | 
| | I hope, &e. 
| I = WP a huſband as young as myſelf, 


= And for every frolie as willing, 
Together we laugh'd when we had any pelf, 
And we laugh'd when we had not a ſhilling. 5 
And we, &e. 


He's gone to the wars, heay'n fend him a prize, 

For his pains he is welcome to ſpend it, | 

My example I know is more merry than wile, 

Loed help me 1 neyer ſhail mend i * | 
Lord help, &c 


THE 


r 
THE PLEASURES OF THE CHACE. 
HARK ! hark! the joy-infpiring horn 


| Salutes the roſy, riſing morn, 


And echoes thro' the dale: 

With clam'rous peals the hill: reſound, 
The hounds quick ſcented ſco 'r the ground, 
And ſnuff the fragrant gale. 


Nor gates, nor hedges can impede 

The — high-mettled ſtarting ſteed, 
The jovial pack purſue; _ 

Like lightning darting o'er the plains, 

The diftant hills with ſpeed he gains, 
"And ſees the game in view, 


Her path the timid hare forſakes, 
And to the copſe for ſhelter makes, 

There pants a while for breath; 
When now the noiſe »larms her ear, 
Her haunt's deſery'd, her fate is near, 
She ſees approaching dea h. 


Directed by the well-known breeze, 
The hounds their trembling victim ſeize, 
| She faints, ſhe falls, ſhe dies: 
The diſtant courſers now come in, 
And join the loud triumphant din, 

Til echo rend the ſkies. | 


THE HUMBLE ROOF. 
WHEN firſt this humble roof I knew, 


With various cares I ſtrove, 

My grain was ſcarce, my ſheep were few, 
My all of life was love. | 

By mutual toil our board was drefs'd, 
The ſpring our drink beſtow'd ; 

Bur when her lip the brim had preſs'd, 
The cup with neCtar flow'd. : | 
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Content and peace the dwelling ſhar'd, 


No other gueſt came nigh, 


In them was given (though gold was ſpar 


What gold could neve: buy, 
No value has a ſplendid lot, 
But as the means to prove 
That from the caſtle to the cot, 
_ The all of life was love. 


COWDEN KNOWS. 


WHEN ſummer comes, the ſwains on T 


Sing heir ſuccei:ful loves; 
Around the ewes and lambkins feed, 
And mufßic "ls the groves: 
But my lov'd ſong is in the broom 


So fair on Cowden Ron; . 


For ſure ſo ſweet, fo fair a bloom. 


Ellewhere there never grows. 


There Colin tun'd his aaten reed, 
And won my yielding heart; 


No ſhepherd &er thar divert on Tweed, 


Could play with half tuch art; 


He fung of Tay, of Forth, and Clyde, 


The hitis and dales all round, 


Of Loaver-toughs and Leader file, 


Ou! how I bicſt the found. 
Not Teviot B:1cs ſo green and gay 


Mau wii this brown compare 

Nat Yarruw Banks in flon'ry May, 
Nor Bu © aboon Traquair. 

Yet more delightful is the broom, 
So fair on Cowden Knows ; 

For ſure fo freſh, fo bright a bloom, 
Elſewhere there never grows. 


More pleaſing far are Coden Knows, 


My peaceful happy home; 


Where I was wont to milk my eves 


At eve among the broom :; 


weed 


, 
\ 
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Ye pow':s that haunt the woods and plains 
Where Tweed and Teviot flows, 
Convey me to the beſt of ſwains, 

And my lov'd Coden Knows. 


— — — — :˙Ukbh — — — 
BLACK-EYED SUSAN. 


ALL in the Downs the fleet was moor'd, 
The itreamers waving in the wind, 
When black-ey'd Suſan came on board, 
Oh! where ſhall I my true love find ? 
Tell' me, ye jovial ſailors, tel} me true, 
If my ſweet William falls a among your crew ? 


William, who high upon the yard, 
Rock d by the billows to and fro, 
Soon as her well known voice he heard, 
He figt'd, and caſt his eyes below ; 
The rope flides f wiftly through his glowing hands, 
And quick as lightning on the deck he ſtands. 


So the ſweet lack high pois'd in air, 
Shuts cloſe lui pinious to his breaſt, 
If chance his mate's ſhrill voice he hear, 
And drops at once into her nefi— | 
The nobleſt captain in the Britiſh fleet, 
Might envy William's lips thoſe kifles ſs eet. 


O Suſan! Suſan! lovely dear! 
My vows ſhall ever true remain ; 
Let me k ſs off that falling tear: 
We only part to meet again. 
Change as ye lift, ye winds, my heart ſhall be 
The faithful compaſs that A points to thee. 


Believe not «hat the landmen ſay, 

Who t: mryt with da ubts tt y confiant mind ; 
They'll te'l thee, ſailors, when away, 
In every port a miſt; als find; 
Yes, yes, believe them when they tell thee fo, 
For thou art preſent v hereſoe'er I go. | 
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If to fair India's coaſt we ſail, | 
Thine eyes are ſeen in di'monds bright; 
Thy breath is Afric's ſpicy gale ; 
Thy ſkin is ivory fo Wie 
Thus ev'ry beauteous object that I view, | 
Wakes in my ſoul fome charm of lovely Sue, 


Tho” battle calls me from thy arms, 
Let not my pretty Suſan mourn : 

Though cannons roar, yet ſafe from harms, 
William ſhall to his dear return: - 

Love turns aſide the balls that round me fly, 

Leſt precious tears ſhould drop from Suſan's eye. 


The boatſwain gave the dreadful word, 
The ſails their ſwelling boſom ſpread ; 
No longer muſt ſhe ſtay on board; 
They kiſs'd, ſhe figh'd, he hung his head: 
Her leſs'ning boat unwilling rows to land : 
Adieu! ſhe cry'd, and wav'd her lily hand. 


AWAY TO THE FIELD. 


AWAY to the field, ſee the morning looks grey ; 

And, ſweetly bedappled, forebodes a fine day ; 

The hounds are all eager the ſport to embrace, 

And carol aloud to be led to the chace. 5 
Then hark in the morn, to the call of the horn, 
And join with the jovial crew, 
While the ſeaſon invites, with all its delights, 

The health- giving chace to purſue. 5 


How charming the fight, when Aurora firſt dawns, 
Jo ſee the bright beagles ſpread over the lawns ; 
Jo welcome the ſun, now returning from reſt, 
Their mattins they chant as they merrily queſt. 
| Then hark in the morn, &c. 


But oh ! how each boſom with tranſport it fills, 

To ſtart juſt as Phœbus peeps over rhe hills; 

While joyous, from valley to valley reſounds 

I be ſhouts of the hunters and cry of the hounds. 
Ihen hark in the morn, &c. 
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See how the brave hunters with courage elate, 
Leap hedges or ditches, or top the barr'd gate 
Borne by their bold courſers no danger they fear, 
And give to the winds all vexation and care. 
: Then hark in the morn, &c. 


Ve cits, for the chace, quit the joys of the town, 
And ſcorn the dull pleaſure of ſſeeping in down; 
Uncertain your toil, or for honour or wealth, 
Ours ſtill is repaid with contentment and health. _ 
| Then hark in the morn, &&. 


GUARDIAN ANGELS. 


GUARDIAN angels, now protect me, 
Send to me the ſwain I love; 
3 with thy bow direct me. 
id me all ye powers above. | 
Bear him my ſighs, ye gentle breezes, 
Tell him I love, and f deſpair; | a 
Tell him, for him I live; 
Say tis for him I grieve; | 
O may the ſhepherd . ſincere! 


Thro' the ſbady groves I'Il wander, 
Silent as the bird of night ; 
Near the brink of yonder fountain, 
Firſt Leander bleſs'd my fight; 
Witneſs, ye groves and falls of water, 
Echoes, repeat the vows he ſwore: 
Can he forget me, 
Will he neglect me, 
Shall I never fee him more! 


Does he love and yet forſake me, 
To admire a nymph more fair? 


Tf*tis fo PH wear the willow, 


And eſteem the happy pair. | 
Some lonely eave I'l| make my dwelling, 
Ne'er more the cares of life purſue ; 
The lark and philomel 
Only'ſhall hear me tell 


PUSH 
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pusu ABOUT THE 2 BOWL. 


| Ust! about the briſk bowl, 'twill enliven the i 


While thus we fit round on the grafts: 
The lover who talks of his ſuff*ring+ and ſmart, 
Deſer ves to be reckon'd an ats, an afs; | 
| Deſzr ves, &e. 


The wretch, who fits watching dis in-gotten pe f, 
And wiſhes to add to the m. aſs, 


Mhate'er the cu. muc geon m may think of himſelf, 


Deſerve: to be reckon'd an 1 aſs ; : 


The beau, who fof Mart with his well powder” d hair, 
An angel behclds in his glaf-, 

And thinks with grimace to ſubdue all the _ 
Deſerves tu be recion'd an aſs; 


Of Croefus the wealth to urpaſs; 


Bu oft, while he“ wand'ring, my ladv at home, 


Claps the horns of an ox on the afs : 
Claps the horns, Ke. 


The lawver ſo grave, when he puts 'n his plea, 
Wirth forehead well fronted with braſs, 

Tho” he talks to no ry 19k he pockets your fee; 
N vou, my good friend, are an aſs. 


Then you, Ke. 


The formal phyſician, who knows ev'ry ill, 
Shall laſt be produc'd i in this clafs ; 
The ſick man a while may confide in his ſkill, 
But death proves the doctor an afs ; 
But death, is 


Then let us, companions, be jovial and gay, 
By turns take our bottle and lafs ; 


For he who his pleaſures puts off for a day, 


Deſerves to be reckon'd an afs ; 
Deſerves, &c. 
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Def erves, he: 


Ihe merchant f.om 3 to climate will roam, 
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Ps the bottle about, name the toaſt, an] away, 


With wine be our ſentiments flowing; 
We idly grow old while we drinking delay, 
Re merry, my bucks, and keep doing. 
Keep doing I ſay, fill it up to the brink, 
"ris a trouble to talk, 'tis a trouble to think, 
"Tis a trouble—no, no tis a pleaſure to drink. | 
Prithee ring, we muſt have Yother bottle. 


Our claſſic is Bacchus, his volumes prefer, 
To all that's in old Ariftotle ; 


But why, with quotations, ſhould we make a flir ? 


We'll ſtir about quickly the bottle. 


A fool once to find how the world could go romd, 


Leap'd into the deep, where the Puppy was drown'd, 
But deep had he drank, he the fecret had found, 
8 Such wonders are work'd by a bottle. 
The ſportſman arous'd, when the horn harks away, 
Shrill echo tantwivy repeating, | 


His warm wiſhing wife clings around him to ſtay, 


Bnt ſhouts put to ſilence entreating. | 
Yet what is his chace to the chace that we boaſt ? Y 
So, ho! here's a bumper, hark, hark! to the toaſt. 
Hit it off, and be quick, leſt the cent ſhould be loſt, 

| And we're caſt in the chace of a bo tle. 


Let Heroes or Neroes run mad after Fame, 


We're chang'd and rang'd ready for battle; 
Let Placemen perplex, and let Patriots declaim, 
Let both be indulg'd in their — 3 
Eut preachers o'er liquor, we always confute, 
Without 'tis the toaſt, at our meetings we're mute, 
For what, with our wine, can be worth a diſpute, 
Except 'tis a ſhort-meaſure bottle. 


Shou'd ſickneſs with ſadd'ning captivity join, 
The ancients I'll equal int inking 
But all my philoſophy ſhcv'd be my wine, 
Deſpair I defy when I'm drinking. 
Stood Death like a drawer to wait on me home, 
Or, bailiff-like, dare he ruſh into my room, 
Id try for one moment to tip him a hum, | 
While I bumper'd the laſt of my bottle. 
15 2 A LOVE 
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LET him fond of fibbing invoke which he'll chuſe, 
Mars, Bacchus, Apollo, or Madam the Muſe; 
Great names in the claſſical kingdom of letters, 

But poets are apt to make free with their betters. 


I ſcorn to ſay aught, ſave the thing which is true, 

No Beauties I'll plunder, yet give mine her due; 

She has charms upon charms, ſuch as few people may 
view, | 


She has charm—for the tooth-ach, and eke for the ague. 


Her lips—ſhe has two, and her teeth they are white, 
And what ſhe puts into her mouth, they can bite; 


Black and g Il black her eyes, but what's worthy remark, 
They are ſhut when ſhe ſieeps, and ſhe's blind in the 


- ark. 


Her ears from her cheeks equal diſtance are bearing, ' 
*Caufe each fide her head ſhould go partners in hearing: 


The fall of her neck's the downfall of beholders, 
Love tumbles them in by the head and the ſhoulders. 


Her waiſt is—ſo—ſo, ſo waſte no words about it; 
Her heart is within it, her ſtays are without it; 


Her breaſts are ſo paii'd—two ſuch breaſts when you ſee, 


You'll ſwear that no woman yet born e'er had three. 


Her voice neither nightingales, no! nor canaries, 
Nor all the wing'd warblers wild whiſtling vagaries ; 
Nor ſhall I to inſtrument muſic compare it, 

Lis likely, if you were not deaf you might hear it. 


Her legs are proportion'd to bear what they've carry'd, 
And equally pair'd, as if happily marry'd; 
But Wedlock will fometimes the beſt friends divide. 
By ber ſpouſe ſo ſhe's ſerv'd when he throws them aſide. 


Not too tall, nor too ſhort, but I'll venture to ſay, 
She's a very good fize—.n the middling way. 
She's—aye—that ſhe is—ſhe is all, but Pm wrong, 
Her ALL I can't ſay, for I've ſung ALL my ſong. 
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WHAT's THAT TO ME? 


THE blue clouds from the ſkies are fled, 
And vapours cap the mountain's head; 
The lord of day reſigus his reign, 
While twilight uſhers in her train. | e 
| 8 But, what's all this to me? 
By ſhepherds whiſtling o'er the wold, 
Her tinkling flocks are drove to fold ; 
Her brimming pail the milk-maid bears, 
And hears her love, or thinks ſhe hears | 
| Let, what's all that to me? 
From reeking pools the ſteams aſcend, 
Tall leafy trees their ſhades extend; 
Evening appears in matron grey, 
And pus tc bluſh the rakiſh day. _ 1 | 
Dk. | Still, what's all this to me ? 
The flon'*ry beds have laſt their bloom, - 
The verd:nt grove's conceal'd in gloom, 
The landſcapes die upon the fight, | 
And chilly ſpreads the veil of night, = | 
| Well! what's all that to me ? 
Though diſmal birds begin to pro), | 
The flitting bat, the howiing owl; _ 
And glcw-worms glimmer fer ble rays, 
The link-boys of the 1.ghtfoot fay:, - | 
| Why, what's all that to me? 
Yes, yes, in tr for when 'twas dark 
A light I fpy'd, and bleſs'd the mark: 
hemm'd, and quick the caſement vp'd, | 
tHaw leap'd4 my heart, my ſearch was ſtopp'd. 
| And, chat was much to me, 


* Hiſt, {cries my fair one) ſoftly creep, 
The old folks are both fait aſleep, 
Lord! how our houſe- dog makes a din! 
* Bur i'! heal don and let vou in.“ 
| Nox, „hat do you think of me? 


When 
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When ſafe we met, few words were faid, 


For fear by voice to be betrav'a ; 


So what was done I will not ſay, 
Twas Love look'd on and bid us play. 
But, what is that to thee ? 

Love's See d rites are ſecret j joys, : 

y ſots and badbling boys; 
But we initiates never boaſt, 
Fey” s our general toaſt, _ 
Here's that, my friend, to thee. 


BEAUTY and WINE. 


ONE day at her toilet as Venus began 


To prepare for her face-making duty, 
Bacchus ſtood at her elbow, and ſwore that her plan 


Wou'd not help it, but hinder her beauty. 


A bottle young Semele held up to view, | 
And begg'd ſke'd obſerve his directions 
This burgundy, dear Cytherea, will do, 
*Tis a rouge that refines all complexions. 


Too polite to refuſe him, the 277 r ſhe lips, 
On his knees, the buck begg ed encore; 
The joy- giving goddeſs, ae wine-moiſten'd lips, 
Declar'd ſhe now'd hobnob once more. 


Out of window each waſh, paſte, and powder be hurl'd, 
And the god of the grape vow'd to ja:; 
Sheok — ſign'd, and ſeal'd, then bid Fame tell the 
wor 


The union of Beauty and Wine. 


CORN RIGGS ARE "NY. 


MY Patie is a lover gay, 

His brow is never cloudy, 

His breath is fweeter than new hay, 
His face is ir and 


His 
Th. 
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His ſhape is handſome, middle ſize, 
He's ſtately in his walking, 


The ſhining of his een ſurpriſe, 


Tis heaven to hear him talking. 


Liſt night I met him on a bank, | 5 
Where yellow corn was growing, 
There many a kindly word he ſpoke, 
That ſet my heart a glowing: 
He kiſs'd, and vow'd he would be mine, 
And lov'd me beſt of any, 
That gave me like to ing ſinſine, 
O corn riggs are bonny. 


Let laſſes of a filly mind, 5 
Refuſe what maiſt they're wanting, 
Since we for yielding are defign'd, 
We chaſtely ſhould be granting. 
Then I'll comply and marry Pat, 
And fine my cockernony, 
He's free to touzle air or late, 
When corn riggs are bonny, 


UNDER THE GREENWOOD TREE. | 
YOUNG Colin having much to ſay, 
In ſecret to a maid, 


Perſuaded her to leave the hay, 
And ſeek th' embow'ring ſhade ; 


And after roving with his mate 


Where none could heat or ſee, 
Upon the velvet ground they ſat. 
Under the greenwood tree. 


Your charms, ſays Colin, warm my breaſt, 


What muſt I for them give ? 
Nor night nor day can | have reſt, 
I can't without you live, 


My flocks, my herds, my all is thing, 


Could you and I agree, 


O ſay, you to my wiſh incline 


Under the greenwood tree, 


To 


* 
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Too late you tempt my heart, fond ſwain, He 
The wary laſs replies, A 
A lad who muſt not ſue in vain, Ma 
Now for my favour tries ; v 


He bids me name the ſacred day, 
In all things we agree; 


Then why ſhould you and I now ſtay | He 

Under the greenwoad tree? | | Ay 

| 155 | | Ma 
FAIR HEBE. WA 

FAIR Hebe I left with a cautious deſign, * 

To eſcape from her charms, and to drown em in wine; 4 


I try'd it, but found, when I came to depart, 

The wine in my head, and ftill love in my heart. 

I repair'd to my reaſon, intreated her aid, p 
Who paus'd on my caſe, and each circumſtance weigh'd, 
Then 2 pronounc'd, in return to my pray'r, 

That Hebe was faireſt of all that was fair. 


That's a truth, reply'd I, I've no need to be taught, 
I came for your counſel to find out a fault. 

If that's all, quoth Reaſon, return as you came, 
To find fault with Hebe would forfeit my name. 
What hopes then, alas ! of relief from my pain, | 
While like lightning ſhe darts thro? each throbbing vein? 
While nocure I can meet with from wine, or from arms, 
My ſenſes confirm me a ſlave to her charms. | 


THE MERRY FELLOW. 


HE that will not merry merry be 
With a gen'rous bowl and a toaſt, 
May he in Bridewell be ſhut up, 
And faſt bound to a poſt. 
Let him be merry merry there, 
And we'll be merry merry here; 
For who can know where we ſhall go, 
To be merry another year ? 2 


1 


He that will not merry merr | x 
And take his glaſs in courſe, 
May be be obliged to drink ſmall beer, 
With ne'er a penny in his purſe. - | 
| Let him be merry, &c. 
He that will not merry merry be | 
With a comp'ny of jolly boys, 
May he be plagu'd with a ſcolding wife, 
To confound him with her noiſe. "HT 
Let him be merry, &e. 
He that will not merry merry be 
With his miſtreſs in his bed, 5 
; Let him be buried in the church-yard, 
y And me put in his ſtead, 8 | 
8 ER | Let him be merry, &c. 


HARK, THE HUNTSMAN's BEGUN. 


HARK! the huntſman's begun to ſound the ſhrill horn, 
Come quickly unkennel your hounds ; | 
/Tis a beautiful glittering, golden ey'd morn, 
We'll chaſe the fox over the grounds. 


7 See yonder fi's Reynard, ſo crafty and ſly, 
Come ſaddle your courſers apace ; 1 

The hounds have a ſcent, and are all in full ery, 
They long to be giving him chace. FE 


The huntſmen are mounted, the ſteed feels the ſpur, 
And quickly they ſcour it along ; | 

Rapid after the fox runs each 2 cur, 
Follow, follow, my boys, is the ſang, . 

Ver mountains and vallies we ſkim it away, 
Now Reynard's almoſt out of fight ; 

But ſooner than Joſe him we'll ſpend the whole day 
In hunting, for that's our delight. | 


by eager purſuing we'll have him at laſt, 
He's too nred, . _ down he lies J | 
Now ſtarts up afreſh, and young Snap has him faſt, 
: He trembles, kicks, ſtruggles, and dies, 
. „ WHAT 
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WHAT A CHARMING TEING's A BATTLF. 


WHAT a charming thing's a battle, 
Trumpets ſounding, drums a-beating 
Crack, crack, crack, the cannons rattle, 
Everv heort with joy elating. 
Wirh hat pleaſure are we {pying, 
From the front, and from the rear, 
Round us in the ſmoaky air, 
Heads and limbs ant bulleis flying ! 
Then the groans of ſoldiers dying; 
Juſt like ſpar:ows as it were, 
At each pop | 
RET. Hundreds drop, 
With the muſkets prittle prattle : 
Kill'd and wounded 
7 Lie confounded ; | 
What a charming thing's a battle! 
But the pleaſant joke of all, 
Is when to cloſe attack we fall; 
Like mad bulls each other bucting, 
Shooting, ſtabbing, maiming, cutting; 
„ Horſe and foot, 
| All go tot, 8 
Kill's the word, both men and cattle; 
„„ Ian, | 
1 Blcod and thunder, | 
What a charming thing's a battle! 


COME ROUSE, BROTHER SPOR TSMAN. 


COME, rouſe, brother ſportſman, the hunters 
We've got a good ſcent, and a fav'ring ſky ; 
The horn's ſprightly notes, and the lark's early ſong, 
Will chide the dull ſporiſmen for fleeping ſo long. 


Bright Phœbus has ſhewn us the glimpſe of his face, 
Peep'd in at our windows, and calls to the chace ; 
He ſoon will be up, for his dawn wears away, 


And makes the fields bluſi with the beams of his 
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Sweet Molly may teaze you, perhaps to lie down ; _ 
And if you refuſe her, perhaps ſhe may frown; 

But tell her, that love muſt to hunting give place, 

For as well as her charms, there are charms in the chace. 


Look vonder, look yonder, old Reynard I fpy; 
At hi- b-uſh nimbly follow briſk, Chanter and Fly; 
They ſe ze on their prey, fee his eye-balls they roll; 
We're in at the death now let's home to the bow 1. 


There we'll fill up our glaſſes, and toaſt to the King, = 1 
F om a r e loyalty ever will ſpring ; - Mi 
To George peace and glory may Heaven A vn 


And fox-hunters flour:\h a thouſand years hence. 


HOW HAPPY WERE MY DAYS. 


HOW happy were my days till now! 
I ne'er did forrow feel; - 
With joy I roſe to milk mv cox, 
Or turn my {pinning waeel. 


My heart was lighter than a fiy, 
Like any bird I ſung, | 

Til! he pretended love, and I R 
Believ'd his flatt'ling tongue. 


O! the fool! the filly, ſilly fool, 
Who truſts what man may be! 

I wiſh L was a maid again, 
And in my own country. 


— 


WHEN I WAS A YOUNKER, 
WHEN I was a younker and liv'd with mv dad. 
The n«.1ghbours all thought me a ſmart little lad, 
My mammy ſhe call'd me a white-headed boy, 
Recauſe with the girls I lik'd for to toy. | 
There was Ciſs, Priſs, Lerty, and Betty and Poll, 
With Nag, Peg, Jenny and Winny and Moll, 
I flatter and chatter fo ſprightly and gay, 
I rurable 'em, tumble em that's my way. 


Cie 
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One fine froſty morning a going to ſchool, 
Young Moggy I met, and ſhe call'd me a fool, 

Her mouth was a primmer, a leſſon I took; 

I ſwore it was pretty and kifs'd the boek; | 

But ſchool, fool, primmer, and trimmer and birch, 
And boys for the girls I have left in the lurch. 

1 flatter, &c. 


Tis very well known I can dance a good jg, 
And at cudgels from E obin I won a fat pig, 
J wreſtle a fall, and a bar I can fling, 
And when o'er the, flaggon moſt ſweetly can ſing, 
But pig, jig, wicket, and cricket and ball, 
I'd give up to wreſtle with Moggy a fall. 
| | N I flatter, &c. 


ASSIST ME, YE LADS. 


ASSIST me, ye lads, that have hearts free from guile, 


To ſing the juſt praiſe of Hibernia's ifle ; 
Where true hoſpitality opens each door, 
And Friendſhip detains us for one bottle more. 


Cuokus. 


Keith mella faltaruth one bottle more, 
Shaugh—— Dr. Dorus oer and o'er. 
Tho' commerce de lings, we have credit galore, 

And generous hearts to give one bottle more. 


Nicky Twiſs, your vile taunts on our country forbear, 
Wirth our bulls a, our brogues we are true and ſincere; 
And if but one gallon remains in our ſtore, 

Our friends ſhall not part wichout one Lottle more, 

| Keith mella, &c. 


At Candy's in Church-ſtreet, could ſhew you a ſeat, 
Where five of us Iriſhmen lately did meet; | 
At gallons a piece we all paid off our ſcore, 
Ana nothing remained but one bo'tle more. 
Keith mella, &c. 
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At five in the morning we ſtrove for to part, 

But 2 did grapple each man by the heart, 

Whoſe Up touch makes a brave Irrſhman roar, 

With a whack for Shilelah and one dozen more. | 
| Keith mella, &c. 


When Sol darts his beams thro* our windows ſo bright, 
Well pleas'd to behold us lov'd children of night, 
We part with our hearts neither ſorry nor ſore, 


But long, ſoon again, to take one dozen more. 
| | Keith mella, &c. 
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HAD Neptune, when firſt he took charge of the ſea, 

Been as wiſe, or at leaſt been as merry as we. 

He'd have thought better on'c, and initead of its brine 
I'd the vaſt ocean with gen'rous wine. 

What trafficking then would have been on the main, 

For the ſake of good liquor, as well as for gain ! 


No fear then of tempeſt, or danger of ſinking ; 
Ihe fiſhes ne'er drown that are always a-drinking. 


The hot thirſty ſun then would drive with more haſte, 


Secure in the evening of ſuch a repaſt; 


And when he'd got tipſey have taken his nap, 
With double the pleature in Thetis's lap. 


By the force of his rays, and thus heated with wine, 
Confider how glurious Phoebus would ſhine; 

What vaſt exhalations he'd draw up on high, 

To relieve the poor earth as it wanted ſupply. 


How happy us mortals, when bleſt with ſuch rain, 
To fill all our veſſels and fill them again! 

Nay, even the beggar that has ne'er a diſh, 
Might jump in the river and drink like a fiſh, 
What mirth and contentment on every brow, 
Hob, as great as a prince, dancing after the plough! 
The birds in the air as they play on the wing, 
Althe' they but fip, would eternally fing. - 


The 
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The ſtars, who I think don't to drinking incline, 
Would friſk and rejoice at the fume of the wine ; 


And, merrily twinkling, would ſoon let us know, * 
That they were as happy as mortals below. 


Had this been the caſe, what had we enjoy'd ? 

Our ſpirits ſtill riſing, our fancy ne'er cloy d! 

A pox'then on Neptune, when 'twas in his power, 
To lip, Lke a foot, ſuch a fortunate hour. 


LEAVE NEIGHBOURS, YOUR WORK. 


LEAVE, neighbours, your work, and to fport and to 
—_— 7 3 
Let the tabor ſtrike up, and the village be gay; 
No day through the year ſhall more chearful be ſeen, 
For Ralph df the Mill marries Sue of the Green. 

1 love Sue and Sue loves me, 
And while the wind blows; 

And while the mill goes 
Who'll be fo happy, ſo happy as we? 


Jet lords and fine folks who for wealth take a bribe, 
Be marry'd to-day, and to-morrow be cloy'd ; 4 
My body is ſtout, and my health is as found ; 
And my love like my courage will never give ground. 

| | | , I love Sue, &c. 


Let ladies of faſhion the beſt jointures wed, 
And prudenttv take the beſt bidders to bed: 
Such finging and fealing's no part of our bliſs, 
Ve ſettle our hearts, and we feal with a kiſs. 
| | I love Sue, &c. 


Tho' Ralph is not courtly, nor one of your beaus, 

Nor bounces nor flatters, nor wears your fine cloaths ; 
Vet nothing he'll borrow from folks of high life, 

Nor e'er turn his back on his friend or his wife. 

| | I love Sue, &c. 


While 
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While thus I am able to work at my mill; 
While thus thou art kind, and thy tongue but lie fill ; 
Our joys Mall continue and ever be new, 
And none be ſo happy as Ralph and his Sue. 
ps I love Sue, &c. 


DAMON AND FLORELLA. 


He. CAST, my love, thine «ves around, 
See the ſportive lambkins play; 
Nature gaily decks the ground, 
All in honour of the May: 
Like the ſparrow and the dove, 
| Liſten to the voice of love. 


Sus. Damon, thou haſt found me long, 
Liſt'ning to thy ſoothing tale, 
And thy ſoft perſuaſive tongue, 
Often held me in the dale: 
Take, oh! Damon, while I live, 
Ail which virtue ought to give. 


Hg. Not the verdure of the grove, 
| Not the garden's faireſt flow'r, 
Nor the meads, where lovers rove, 
Temp.ea by the verna] hour, 
Can delight thy Damon's eye, 
It Florella is not by. 


SHE. Not the water's gentle fall, 
| By rhe bank with poplars crown'd; 
Not the feather'd ſongſters all, 
Nor the flute's melodious ſound, 
Can delight Florella's ear, | 
If her Damon is not near. 


Bor RH. Let us love, and let us live, 
Like the cheerful ſeaſon gay, 
Baniſh care, and let us ge, 
Tribute to the fragrant May; 
Like the ſparrow and the dove, | 
Liſten to the voice of love, WY 1 
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WHEN INNOCENT PA3TIME. 


| ] 
WHEN innocent paſtime our pleaſure did crown, ( 
Upon a green meadow or unter a tree, 
Fre Nancy became a tine lady in town, 1 
| f:ow lovely and loving and bonn was ſhe! 
* FPoufe up thy re: fon, my beautiful Nanny, þ 
5 et no new whim take thy fancy from me, 
0 Ct ! a< thou art bonny. be faithful as any, 
Fivour thy Jemm.y, favour thy Jemmy, 
Fiveur thy Jemmy who doats upon thee. 


V 
Con the dea'h of a ſinnet give Nanny the ſpleen, Y 
Cn lofing ef trifles a hetrt- aching be? 5 N 
Can ſap-deg and monkies draw tears from thoſe een, 
hat look with indith'rence on poor dying me? H 
Roule up thy re:iſun, my beautiful Nanny, 
Scorn to prefe a vile parr:t to me, 


Ch! as thou art horny be faithful as any, | V 
Think on thy Jemmy, think on thy Jemmr, 

i hink on thy jemmy who doats upon thee. „ 
O think, my dear charmer, on ev'ry ſweet hour, T 
Thor fl 1way ſoftiy between thee and me, | 
Ee fuirreis and beaux and their fopp'ry had power v 


Fo rival my love and impoſe up mn thee, | | 
R:-uſe ip thy reaſon m beautiful Nanny, | 


et thy defires e all center'd in me, Be 

Cb! as theu art boni:y be prudent as any, | 

F \ Tovethy own Jemmy, love thy own Jemmpy, | 
Love thy own jeminy who oats upon thee, ; Rj 

| | 

— — — Ou 

. „„ | 

THE TOPER, | Nc 

; 


YF lad of true ſpirit, pay conrtſhiy to clarer, 
Rea i from the trouble of thinkgng ; 

A fool long ago ſaid, we nothing could know, 
The fellow knew nothing of drinking. 

To pour ov- r Plato, or practiſe with Cato, 
I}. ipeſFonotes, dunges might ma ke us ; 

But men now more wiſe, felf.denial deſpiſe, 

Aud live by the leflons of Bach.. 


B 


l 99 J 
Big wigg'd, in fine coach, ſee the Doctor approach, 
> ob ſolemuly vp the ſtairs pace, 
Gravely ſmell on his cane, apply finger to vein, 
And count the repeats with grimace. 


A+ he holds pen in hand, Lets and Death's at a ſtand, 


A toſs up which party will take us; 


Away with his cant, no preſcripiion we want, 


But the nouriſhing noftrum of Bacchus. 


We jollity join in the practice of wine, 
While mifers *midit millions are pining; 
While 1a..1-5 are ſcorning, and lov: rs are mourning, 
We laugh at wealth, winching and whinivg, 
Drink, drink, row *t13 prime, toſs a bottle to Time, 
He'll not make fuch haſte to c'ertake us; 


His threats we prevent, and his cracks we cement, 


By the ſtyptical balſam of Pacchus. 


| What work there is made, by the newſpaper trade, 


Of this man and tothe; man's {tation ; 


The Ins are all bad, and the Outs are all mad, 


In and out 1s the cry of the nation. 


The politic patter which both partie chatter, 


From bumpering freely ſhan't ſhake us; 
With half pints in hand, independent we'll ſtand, 
To defend Magna Charta of Bacchus. 


Be your _— well tim'd, you're charg'd and you're 
rim” 2 : 

Have a care !—Right and I-ft, and make ready 
Right hand to glaſs join—at 1'ps reſt the wine— | 

But be in vour exerciſe ſteady. 
Our levels we boaſt, when our women we toaſt, 

May graciouſſy they undertake us; 


No more we defire, o [rink and give fire, 


And volley to BEAUTY and BAcch us. 


DAA FELIECEELTTY. 
LET court 'overs pay adorations to crown, 
That man is 4 monarch for rhe, N 
Who chexrfu: improves the few acres he owns, 
Unenvying, induftrions, and free, | 
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At night, in high health, from his labour h he ks. 
His houſho!d fir round in a row, 

Wife, children and ſervants, domeſiical gueſts, 

Such circles in town can ve ſhew ? 


He ſmiles on his Uabes, as ſome ſtrive for his knee, 
And ſame 'o their mother's neck cling, 
While playful the prattler: for place diſagree, 

The roof with their ſhrill trebles ring. 


Thoſe Cynics who brood o'er a ſingle life's ſpleen, 
Te off hing they have dare not own, 
For haypv wer _ car enjoy the fond ſcene 

To vou ye unſocials unknown, 


His dame tne good man of the toufe thus addreſs'd ;—- 
__ ®"E'was fo witli us when we were voung: 


F 

| 8 

Her hand within his he with gentlensſs preſs'd, 1 
B 


While ſentiment p:ompted his tongue. 


| T remember the day of my falling in love, 

s fearful l fi ſt came to wee 

I hop- that thoſe p will as true hearted prove, 
An. our laſſes, my dear, look like you. 


F 
A tear of joy tarting he kiſ-'d from her cheek, A 
Love gratefully glowing her face, | 
Too full her fond heart, not a word cou'd ſhe ſpeak, T 
Bur, tighing return 'd his embrace. 
A 


Ti: by ſuch endearments affection is ſhewn, 
In fillence more nobly expreſs'd, 
Thin ali the cant phraſe, the Bon Ton of the town, 


Where Love is a Monmouth ſtreet gueſt. In 
Go on, ye high births, and pretend to deſpiſe 1 
Thoſe ſcenes which to you ate unknown; 
But laugh not too long, rather aim to be wiſe, v. 


And compare ſuch a life with your own. 


Vain jeſters, be mute, I' a ſentiment give, | * 
A toaſt which eſteem will not ſcorn ; 

May they who can taſte them, Loye's kiffes receive, 
Aud tenderneſs meet a return. D- 


. 


THE TIMES. 
GOOD people all both great and ſmall, 


And eke and aye, and alſo: 

Pray lend an ear, and you ſhall h-ar, 
And then I need not bawl ſo. 

There was a time, when times were good, 
The ancient Bard ju rhyme ſings; | 

So uſe time well, tis time we ſhould, 1 I 
We ſhould ſo, did we time things. 


But out of time, and out of tune, 
We helter ſkelter go forth ; | 
Sometimes too late, ſometimes too ſoon, 
_ Good lack-a-dav, and fo forth. 
We give great folks the greateſt ciimes, 
They can afford to father 'em, 
But fo impartial are the times, | 
We're guilty, omnium gatherum. 


Fox-hunting, boldly bucks embrace, 
But ſportſmen of diſcernment, | - S 
Abroad will chuſe a Nabob's chaſe, | 
Or hunt at home preferment : 
To hunt the Stateſman, who's in play, 
When Patriots caſt about, Sir, | 
A penſion ſteps the hark-away, 
Aud ſo the field's flung out, Sir, 


In ſuch place-tempting times as theſe, 
Upright be our intentions; "Te 
Ill fare the loon who firſt took fees, 
And him who firit paid penſions. 
Yet ſinegures we'll not abuſe, 
Nor their illuſtrious givers, | 
We quarrel now, "cauſe we can't chuſe 
Who ſhou'd be the receivers. | 


Dear Enzliſhmen and country-folks, | .Y 
Don't give yourſelves uneas'neſs, | l 
Nor mind the flouts, the ſnous, the jokes, 1 
HE But only mind your * | | | 

p | ; 
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Waon'd one mind one, the kingdom through, 
And work within bis ſtation, 

At home he'H find enough to do, 

And not undo the nation. | 


Jo to conclude, and make an end, 
Of this nice - diction'd ditt, 
Inde tis time, the times ſhou'd mend, 
in country, court, and citv,  _ 
For our good Queen our fong we'll ſing — 
May ſhe ne'er wake vr fleep itil, | 
And next, my lads God blets the King, 
And all his faithful people. 


FAIR PLAY. 


F?IENDS, Britons and countrymen, heed what I ſay, 
Let Engliſhmen ever ſhew all folks fair plav; 

Look up, and reflect. ere you dare to deſpiſe, 

We are all ſons alike of me Lon pb of tne ſkies. 


Does H give to the Savage, the Turk or the Jew, 
The Indian or Catholic, leſs than to vou? 

But Prejudice blinds, that mind-madd' ning Elf, 
We all wou'd be wifer than WisDom itſelf, 


The unfeeling Baſe deny Sorrow a tear, 
Vulgarities dare at Deformity ſneer; 

Thho' piiy, 'tis true, but Obſervance will find 
The term Vulgar takes in two-thirds of mankind, 


We wrangle, we ridicule, laugh, and deſpair, 
hen raſhly our, what we call Reafons declare; 
IIlib'ral on cuſtoms and countries decree ; 


And ſentence each being born tother fide ſea. 


At Scotchmen we ſpurn, and at Iriſhmen ſneer ; 
Partiality, prithee a word in your ear— 

With looks of contempt other nations you view, 
With equal injuſtice they thus deride you. 
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Hoſpitality, ſomehow, was baxiſh'd from town, 
 Good-Nature enquir'd where Welcome was floun ; 


By Faction drove off, ſhe returns here no more, 
Contentedly ſettled on Ireland's ſhore. 


For the Scors—if we ſuffer not Party to rate, 


There are wiſe men among eia; and good men, and 


great; | : 20 | 
Where'er merit's found, give merit its due, | 
To praiſe the pcaiſe-worthy, adds merit to you, 


To Oblivion confign thoſe diſtinctions of ſoil, 
Diftincthons among men all born in one iſle ; 

Phe ſame fea encircles our ſhores with its tide. 
What Creation unite: thus ſhall Clamour divide. 


Here's to all good fellows, zn ev'ry degree, 
Who dare do as we do, drink, think, and ſpeak free; 
And here's to thoſe laſſes who Liberty prove, | 


And pledge from their hearts this toaſt, FREEDOM IN 


Lovsg. | 
' LOVE's A SWEET PASSION. 


IF !ove's a ſweet paſſion, how can it torment ? | 

If bitter, O teil me whence comes my content? 
Since l ſutter with pleaſure why ſhould I complain, 
Or grieve at my fate, fince I know *tis in vain ? 

Ye: fo pieaſing the pain is, ſo ſoft is the dart, | 
That at once it both wounds me and tickles my heart. 


I graſp her hand gently, look languiſhing down, 
And by paſſionate fence I make my love known ; 
But oh! how I'm bleſt, when fo kind ſhe does prove, 
By ſome willing miſtake to diſcover her love ; 

When, in ſtriving to hide, ſhe reveals all her flame, 
And our eyes tell each other what neither dare name! 


How pleaſing is beauty] how ſweet are her charms ! 
Her embraces how joyful! how. peaceful her arms! 


Sure 


: 
a 
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Sure there's nothing ſo eaſy as learning to love 

Tis taught us on earth, and by all things above: 

And to Beauty's bright ſtandard all heroes muſt yield ; 
For 'tis Beauty that conquers and keeps the fair field. 


HOW SWEET IN THE WOODLANDS. 


HOW ſweet in the woodlands, 
With fleet hound and horn, 

To awake the ſweet echo, | 
And taſte the freſh morn ! 
But hard is the chace, | 
My fond heart muſt purſue, 
Since Daphne, dear Daphne, 
| Is loſt to my view. 


Aſſiſt me, chaſte Dian, 

The nymph to regain, 

More wild than the roebuck, 

And wing'd with diſdain, , 
In pity o'ertake her, 

Who wounds as ſhe flies. 

Though Daphne perſuades, 

"Tis Myrtillo that dies. 


PHELIM's RESOLUTION. 


SAYS Phelim, in Ireland no longer I'll ſtay, 

I've got fo much money my debts I can't pay, 

Iwill go to England and paſs for a Lord, 

A bag-wig by my ſide, on my head a long ſword. 
Sing Ballinamone ora, an Engliſh Lady for me. 


As I travel along how the people will ſtare, 

At my coach ana fix horſes driwn by an o!d mare, 
] won't fleep on the road, nor make no delays, 
Bur leit I be weary, Vil go in ten days. 


And 


Sing Ballinamone oro, &c. 
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And when I arrive ſafe at London by ſea, 
T'!1 lodge at St. James's, or elſe at Bear-key; 


I'll fence at aſſemblies, play cards at a ball, = 
And court ſome rich heireſs worth nothing at all. 


EE Sing Ballinamone ora, &e, 
Each day I will walk around croſs the Park, 


Each moon-ſhiny night, Wout noon when tis dark, 
With my coat laced over, the beaux to alarm, 
And my hat in my hand to keep my wig warm. 
= Sing Ballinamone ora, &c, 

Each night at the play in a box I will ſhine, 
And tell fome rich widow ſhe 1s more divine 
Than Pluto or Vulcan, or the goddeſs of May; 
And with my fine ſpeeches her heart I'll betray, 

TE. | Sing Ballinamone ora, &c. 
I'll drink her good health when I dine ev'ry morn, 
And give her a fine ſilver cup made of horn; 
I'll make verſes on her in proſe and in rhyme, 


And ſend her two letters by the poſt at one time. 


Sing Ballinamone ora, &c, 
Fach night at her toilet when ſhe riſes from bed, 
When fi;e combs her hands and waſhes her head, 
With mv eyes very modeſt I'll ftare in her face, 
And tell her for love that my guts burn and blaze. 


Sing Ballinamone ora, &c, 


I' perſuade her to wed in a day or two more, 
Next worning betimes, at noon about four, 
To church 1 will carry my beautiful bride, 
Ou a pillion before me, cloſe by my left fide. 
| Sings Ballinamone ora, &c, 


| And 8 we * married the drums they ſhall ring, 


The beils they ſnall beat, and the fiddler ſhall fing, 
To Dublin Vil carry my charmer ſtraightway, | 
In the winter when tiiey are making + , uh | wy 

: Sing Ballinamone ora, &c. 


My Aunt Mac Mahon I'll inv: o the feaſt, 
Where potatoes and mutton for ſauce ſhall be dreft, 
Arrack punch made of whiſkey, u bumpers ſhall flow, 
And all my relations ſhall come to the ſhow. 

| | __ Sing Ballinamone ora, &c. 
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— come. my good Shepherds, our flocks we muſt 
._ —_, 
In your holiday ſuis with your laſſes appear: 
The happieſt of folks are the guiltleſs and free; 
And who are ſo guiltleſs, ſo happy, as we? 32 


THE GOOD SHEPHERDS. 1 
A 
If 
A 


Wie harbour no paſſions by luxury taught; a 
Me practiſe no arts with hypocriſy fraught: A 
What we think in our hearts you may read in our eyes, 
For, knowing no falſehood, we need no diſguiſe. - Fo 
By mode and caprice are the city dames led; - 
But we all the children of nature are bred: 
By her hands alone we are painted and dreſ:'d, | 
For the roſes will bloom when there's peace in the breaſt. 
The giant, ambition, we never can dread ; 
Our roots are too low for ſo lofty a head; | 
= Content and ſweet chearfulneſs open our door; | 
= They ſmile with the ample, and feed with the poor. Pf 
When love has poſſeſo d us, that love we reveal; * 
Like the flocks that we feed are the paſſions we feel; 
So harmleſs and ſimple we ſport and we play, 
And leave to fine folk to deceive and betray. _ 


THE BLUSH OF AURORA. 


THE bluſh of Aurora now tinges the morn, = N 
And dew-drops beſpangle the ſweet ſcented thorn ; 
Then W brother ſportſman, ſound, ſound the gay At 
orn, | | 
Till Phoebus awkken the day; 

And ſee now he riſes in ſplendor how bright, 
Io Pæan for Phœbus the God of Delight; 
All 8 in beauty now vaniſh the night, 

en mount, boys, to horſe and away. 


What 


at 
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What raptures can equal the joy of the chace, 

Health, bloom, and contentment appear in each face, 

And in our ſwift courſers what beauty and grace 
While we the fleet ſtag do purſue; | 

At the deep and harmonious ſweet cry of the hounds, 

Struck by terror he burſts from the foreſi's wide bounds, 

And tho” like the light'ning he darts o'er the grounds, 
Yet (till, boys, we keep him in view. 


Wher. chas'd, till quite ſpent, he his life does reſign, 
Our victim we'll offer at Bacchus's ſhrine, 5 
And revel in honour of Nimrod divine, 
That hunter ſo mighty of fame; 
Our glaſſes then charge to our country and king, 
].ove and beauty we'll charge to, and joyfully ſing, 
V iſhing heaith and ſucceſs till we make the houſe ring, 
Ta all ſportſmen and ſons of the game. | 


THE HUM. 


PUSH about the briſk bowl, "twill enliven the heart, 
While thus we fit round on the—— ſtay ! | 

W hat buſineſs have Ilan old ſong to impart, . 
When I, Sirs, a new one can ſay, can ſay, 


When I, Sirs, a new one can ſay. 
What ſhall 1 firſt ſay,*or what ſhall I firſt do? 


M hat beſt will my bad voice become? 
Why, faith, Sirs, I'll-ſftrive my verſes to ſhew, 


hat life is, alas! but a Hum. 


Children weep at their birth, and old men when they die, 
At death the molt happy look glum ; 

At onr entrance and exit we equally cry, 
Which proves our life's plainly a Hum. 


Law and phyfic you ſee will make ſure cf a fee, 
What advice to you gratis will come ? 

Ih poor, you are loft, thouga merit vou bon, 
For worth without wealth is a Hum. 
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Acqua intanee pretend that your fortune they'll mend, 
And vow to your ſervice thev'll come; 

But be vou in need, and You'll find that indeed, 

Modern Friendſhip is merely a Hum. 


When fome ladies kneel, ſmall devotion they feel, 
_ (But let us be modeſt and mum) | 

Ac the altar they bow, but 'tis only for ſhew, 
Religion with them is a Hum. | 


 Wearehum'd f:om our birth, till we're hum'd into earth, 
To the end of our jokes then we come: | 

Take your glafſ:, my briſk brother, and I'!! take another, 
And chus make the moſt of a Hum, a Hum. 

| And let's make the moſt of a Hum. 


— ——— | — 
YE FAIR MARRIED DAMES. 


YE fair married dames, who ſo often deplore 
That a lover once blefs'd is a lover no more, 
Attend to my counſel, nor bluſh to be taught, 
That prudence muſt cheriſh what beauty has caught. 


Your roſes and lilies, may make the men ſigh; 
But rofes and lilies and fighs paſs away, 
And paſſion will die as your beauties decay. 


Uſe the man that you wed like your fav'cite guitar, 
Though muſie in both, they are both apt to jar; 
Bow tuneful and foft from a delicate touch, 

Not handled too roughly, nor play'd on too much. 


The ſparrow and linnet will feed from your hand, 
Grow tame by your kindneſs, and come at command, 
Exert with your huſband the ſame happy ſkill, 


Be gay and good humour'd, complying and kind, 


"Tis there that a wife may her conqueſts improve, 
And Hymen ſhall rivet the fetters of love, | 
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The bloom of your cheek, and the glance of your eye, 


For hearts, like your birds, may be tam d to your will. 


_ Turn the chief of your care from your race to your mind, 


THE 
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THE SWEETHEARTS. 


SINCE the world is ſo old, and the times are ſo new, 


And ev'ry thing talk'd of, except what is true, 

Among other ſtories my fable may paſs, 

Of four or five ſweethearts who courted a laſs. 
Derry down, &c, 


The firſt was from France, a-la-mode de Paris, 

All faſhion, all feather, bien Monfieur poudre ; 
He bow'd, he took ſnuff, cut a caper, and then 
He bow'd, cut a caper, and took ſnuff agen. 
8 5 erry down. 


A Dutchman advanc'd, when the lady he ſaw, a 
He dropp'd down his pipe, and he waddl'd out yaw; 


With hands hid in pocket, and unpoliſh'd leer, 


As frogs ſing in courtſhip, ſo croak'd out Mynheer. 
| | | Derry down. 


From Connaught itſelf, faith, another beau came ; 


Macfinnin Macgragh Ballingbrough was his name ; 
He bow'd to the lafs, and he ſtar'd at Mounſeer, 


| Clapp'd hand on his ſword, and ſaid, Ah !—Arrah, my 


. Derry doi. | 
The next a Meſs John, of rank Methodiſm taint, 

Who thought like a ſinner, but look'd like a ſaint; 
Clos'd hands, twirl'd his thumbs, mov'd muckle his face, 
Then turn'd up his ey es as about to ſay oe. | 


dear! | 


erry dawn. 


A neat Iriſh ſailor in holiday trim, 
Who long lov'd the laſs, and the laſs had lov'd him, 
Athwart them all ſtept, under arm toſs'd his ſwitch, 


Squar'd his hat, op'd his pouch, gave his trowſers 4 
. Derry down. 


He along-ſide her fell, and he grappl'd on hoard, 
She ſtruck the firſt broadſide of kiſſes he pour d; 


Then he tow'd her to church, and as to the reſt, 


| What afterwards follow'd is eaſily gueſs'd. 


Derry down, &c. 


G THE 


mm m——_ Ts — — — - 


— — > ——— — — — — 


2 
=o 


——— — 


[2670-1 


THE BOXING BI3HOP. 


T SING of a prelate as pious and humble, 

As archbiſhop Lucifer when he did tumble; 

And b*1dlong from heaven moſt rapidly fell, 
Ambitious to be the lord primate of hell. 

| Derry down, down, down, derry dawn. 


But Satan, they ſay, to his clergy is civil, 3 

Whilit ours is more ſaucy and proud than the devil; 

His grace in his paſſion, forgetting decorum, 

Kicks all his poor curaies like fooi-balls before him. 
VV es | Derry down, &c. 
ow much to St. Paul is this prelate unlike ; 

Who exprefſsly forbids any biſhop to ttrike ! 

The Saint ſpent his time both in preaching and writing, 

And not like a buffer, in Loxing and fighting, 

2 Dei don, &c. 


With © rafcal and ſcoundrel!“ he ſalutes his poor clergy, 
And ** get from my dioceſe, Sirrah, | charge ye!” 
They, trembling, expect the poor CARPENTER's fate, 
A kick on the brech, or a blow on the pate. 

e Derry down, &c. 
_ His grace with his paſſion, his pride and his fury, 
Was ſomewhat afraid to encounter a jury: | 
And, dreading the lawyers harangues and their clatter, 
Gave the Carpenter money o GLR W up the matter. 
. | | Derry down, &c. 
But the clergy afraid, and in awe of his grace, 
All tremble to ſee his diſtortion of face ; 
Ihat his grace may confirm em each moment, they fear, 
Like the biſhops of Rome, by a box on the ear. 

| | Derry down, &c. 


Good God! that lawn ſleeves, and a rochet, and mitre, 
Should transform him thus to a bqiſer and ſmirer ! 
And that no other biſhop we know of alive, 
But this fon of a coachman his parſons can drive. 

: N Derry down, &c. 


* 


His 


1 
His clergy, tis ſaid, with moſt earneſt devotion, 
Do heartily pray for his lordſhip's promotion; 
And ſo eager are they for tranſlating his grace, 
That they wiſh him fincerely in Lucifer's place. 
| Derry down, &c. 


8 


| ———— — N : — 4 
THE BUFFER's CHARACTER EXEMPLIFIED, 
-.- By HIS MasTr R. | 


\UOTH Satan with glee, the epiſcopal throne 
Is fil'd bv a favourite fon pf my own ; . | 
ind whilſt he with preferments and honour is cramm'd, 
the beggarly clergy may flarve, and be damn'd. 

1 - 5 Derry donn, &e. 


ho' High Churchmen aſſert, with a p ous devotion, 
hat Providence order'd his grace's promotion; 

et I know the tranſlatiag did coſt a good ſum, 

And thouſands were laid on fat S res bum. 
| | 0 EE Derry down, &c. 


nd now ' tis the ery I could not put a worſe in. 
o provoke the poor clergy, and ſet them to curfing ; 
fer a worſe the, thould have, if a werſe I could find, 
In imp that was fouler, or more to my mind. | 
Derry down, &c. 
bate all the parſons ; they'ce poor and they're paultry, 
xcept L- x the folemn, and petulant | TS 
he ficlt is my picture, in figure and face, 
nd the other the image and cut of his grace. 
Derry down, &c, 


e for Iriſh-bred clergy, a gown of black ſtuff, 
ud Ffty a vear, is proviſion enough; 
e prefurmption mtuch men to drink or to eat, 
a time hen religion is te out of date. 
. Derry down, &c. 
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The rafcals will grumble at ſtarving to death, 

In that very land where they firſt drew their breath ; 
And wiſh that old Alma had ſunk in the ſea, 9 
Ere they were inveigled to take a degree. 


Derry down, &c. 


Let the curates rail on, let them ſcribble and write, 


His lordſhip regards not thei 


r ji bes, nor their ſpite ; 


He's a man of too high and exalted a ſpirit, 
To give them his liviogs, forſooth, for their merit. 


They may labour like horſes, may pray, and may ai: 


Derry down, &c. 


In hopes to attain a reward at the laſt ; 
He'll buffet them well, to aſſiſt their devotion, 
For he envies them not an hereafter promotion ! 


Derry down, &c. 


HOOT AWA, 


.-.YE LOON. 


WHEN weary Sol zang'd down the weſt, 


And filler Cynthia roſe, 


The flow'r-enamel'd banks I preſs'd, 
Where cryſtal Eden flows; 

Voung Jockey fat him by my fide, 

| | ken'd his meaning ſoon ; 


He aſk'd a kiſs, I ſcornful c 
Ah! hoot awa, ye loon 
Boot awa, ye loon 


ry'd, 


Ah! hoot awa, ye loon. | 
He aſl a kiſs, I ſcornful ery'd, 


Ah! hoot awa, ye 


loon. ; 


Dear Peggy, dinna flout a routh, 
Or gi that boſom pain, | 
Which pants wi honour and wi truth, 


'To take thee for its ain. 


Then on his pipe he ſxeetl 


A maift delightful tune, 
But na mair words to him I ſaid, 
loon.“ . 
Hoot awa, ye loon, &c. 


Than * Hoot awa, ye 


y play'd | 


He 
M. 


Ke. 
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He ſaid Meſs John ſhould us unite, : 
If I to kirk wad gang; | 
My bofom beat wi new delight, 
Wi him I went alang ; 
The bonny lad I found ſincere, 
Nor waining like the moon ; 
So dear I loo him, I na mair 
ver % Hoot awa, ye loon.” 
Hoot awa, ye loon, &e. 


SAINT PATRICK's DAY: 


WELL met, 2 good friends, to the laudable ends 
r 


Of Society th, and good Humour ; 
No nation 2 earth (thank — ſoil gave us birth) 
United in love more than we are: 


mne ſociable = I ſee in your faces, 


&c, 


Then each fill a glafs to regale—a; 
For this is the Day, as old hiſtories ſay, 
That gave us the Saint of Shillela. 


His memory rare let us ever revere, 
So up with your bumpeis to crown. it; 


But ſtay—in his wine let each lad ſteep a vine 


Of the Shamrockſhire Plant till he drown it. 
The emblem is good, for it means when of food 
You have ken A plentiful meal—a ; | 
6 ſhould it dilute, and without all diſpute, 
t was done by the Saint of Shillela. 


Great George, let ſome brag on, who conquer'd the dra- 


And oh his ſpear in his belly ; 
Of St. Andrew too, and his bonnet ſo- das. 
There's many fine ſtories will tell ye + * 
* . s big leek, then there's others will peak, 
2 a fabulous tale—a, 
— pa dy's white wand, on true record doth land, 
To 3 him the Saint of Shillela. 


G 3 Toad, 1 
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Toad, ſerpent and ſnake, from each bramble and brake, 
He ſoon by his power collected; 

No plague thro” the land but revair'd to his wand, 
As by Heav'n's kind order directed; 

When ſwarm'd together, Jike birds of a feather, 

He ſent them the ocean to fail—a ; 

And fince, there's no yermin can do the leaft harm in 

The purify'd Land af Shillela. | 


From hence, too, we firfl, many ills of the mind 
Were baniſh'd from our happy dwelling 7 | 

Each foul is the ſeat of what's noble and great, 

Tho' vain my own praiſe to be telling: 

While our neighbours around with theſe reptiles abound, 
Thro' envy they ſuffer and ratl—a ; = 

But ſtill let them curſe, with their on venom burſt, 

At the happier Fate of Shillela. 


We are open and free to the heart you may ſee, 
For candour no people before us; | 
Polite and fincere, as witneſs the Fair 

- every country adore us; {7 

Maids, widows and wives. for our offices ftrives, 
And after us run to prevail—a 

For who can produce what's ſo fit for their uſe, 


A a choice ſtanding Plant of Shillela. 


The ſervice in war, hy, let Britons declare, 

That by land and by ſea we have done them; 
With truth they may ſing, that for country and king 
No heroes more honour have wot: them: 85 

With fortune and blood we have firmly ſtood, 
And never, like fome, turn'd tail—a : 

And we're ready again, on hill, ocean, or plam, 

To prove we're the Sons of Shillela. 


er. 


Why all this abuſe and reftegtion ? 
One king and one cauſe, out religipn and laws 
Should twine us in mutual affection ; | 
But let rancour ſtill bite, we'll together unite, 
= in 3 never as i 15 5 
nd thus, with good cheer, may live many a year, 
o remember the Saint of Skillcla. RE 52 


Then why this diſtinction gainſt ſuch a brave nation? 


TEE 


e, 


1d, 


? 


EE 


B 
THE HUNT OP THE STAG. 


THE ſtag thro' the foreſt, when rous'd by the horn, 
Sore frighted, high bounding, flies, wretched, forlorn: 
Quick how rouz'd by the horn, | 

Sore frighted, high bounding, flies, wtetched, forlorn : 
Quick panting, heart burſting, the hounds now in view, 
Speed doubles, ſpeed doubles, they eager purſue, purſue, 
Speed doubles, they eager pure, purſue, 

Speed doubles, they eager purſue. 


But *fcaping the hunters again thro' the groves, 

Forgetting paſt evils, with freedom he roves ; 

Not fo in his foul, who from tyrant love flies, 

The ſhaft overtakes him, deſpairing, he dies. | 
| | 'The ſhaft overtakes, &c. 


DOWN THE BURN AND THRO' THE MEAD. 


= DOWN the burn and thro” the mead, 


Her golden locks wav'd o'er her brow ; 


Johnny, lilting, tun'd his reed, | 


And Mary wip'd her bonny mov”. 
Dear ſhe lov'd the well known ſang, 
While her Johnny, 
„ 
Sung her praĩſe the whole day lang. 
Don the burn and thro' the mead, 
Her golden locks wav'd o'er her brow ; 
Johnny, lilting, tun'd his reed, LOR 
And Mary wip'd her bonny mou”, 
_ claiths ſhe had but few, 
O 


rings and jewels nae great ſtore; 


Her face was fair, her love was true, 


And Johnny wiſely wiſh'd nae more: 
Love's the pearl the ſhepherd's prize, 
- er the mountain, - 
= | a 1— 5 aff ror . 5 
ve delights the ſhepherd's eyes. OD 
| | , Down the burn, &c. 


684 Qold 


116 } 


Sold and titles give not health, 
And Johnny cou'd nae theſe impart ; 
Youthful Mary's greateſt wealth. 
Was ſtill her faithful Johnny's heart: 
| Sweet the joys that lovers find, 
| Great the treaſure, 
Rich the pleaſure, 
Where the heart is al « ys kind. = 
Il | Down the burn, &c. 


THO' BACCHUS MAY BOAST, Ke. 


_ THO' Bacchus may boaſt of his care killing bowl, 
And Folly in thought drowning revels delight; 
Such worſh'p, alas! hath no charms for the fol, 
When ſofter devotions the ſenſes invite; . 
| | | When ſofter devotions, &c. 


To the arrows of fate, or the canker of care, 
His potions oblivious a balm may beſtow: 
But to fancy that feeds on the charms of the fair, 
The death of reflection's the birth of all woe ; 
| h The death, &c. 


What ſoul that's poſſeſs'd of a dream ſo divine, 
With riot would bid the ſweet viſion begone ? 
For the tear that bedews Senfibility's ſhrine, 
Is a drop of more worth than all Bacchus's tun: 
ne = Is a drop, &c. 


The tender exceſs which enamours the heart, 
To few 1s imparted, to millions deny'd, | 
"Tis the brain of the victim that tempers the dart: 
And fools jeſt at that for which ſages have dy'd. 


And fools j-it, &c. 


Each change and exceſs hath thro' life been my doom, 
And well can I fpeak of its joy and its ftrife ; 
The Bottle affords us a glimpfe thro' the gloom, 
But Love's the true ſunſhine that gladdens our life. 
| 5 But Love's, &c, 


Come 


J 
. 


Ee. 


Rc. 


&c. 


The braweſt lad in Borrow's- town, 


. 
Tome then, roſy Venus, and ſpread o'er my ſight, 
The magic illuſions that raviſh the ſoul, 
Awake in my breaſt the ſoft dream of delight, 
And drop from thy myrtle one leaf in my bow). 
e And drop from, &c. 


THE NEW HIGHLAND LA DIE. 


THE lawland lads think they are fine, 
But oh ! they're idly vain and gaudy ; 
How much unlike the graceful mein, 
And manly leoks of my Highland Ladie. - 
Oh! my bonny, bonny Highland Ladie! 
My handſome charming Highland Ladie! 
When I was ſick, and like to die, 5 
Ie rowl'd me in his tartan plaidy. 


If 1 were free at will to chuſe, 
do be the wealthieſt Lawland Lady; 
I'd take young Donald without trews, 
With bonnet blue, and belted plaidy. ee 
6 Oh! my bonny, &. 


In all his airs, with art made ready; _. 
Compar'd to him, he's but a clown, h 
ilc's finer far in his tartan plaidy. Ns 
- | | Ch! my bonny, &c. 
Nae greater joy I'll e'er pretend, „ 
Than that his love prove true and ſteady ; 


Like mine to him, which ne'er ſhall end, 


V hile Heaven preſerves my Highland Ladie. 
= Oh! my bonny, &c. 


THE, BOLD CAPTAIN —_ 
YE Laſſes fo lovely flock round in a throng, | 


A fttory I' rei! vou- no: f 5; a fong ;-. 
* , Y % — a e * ' > 
J all of mvi+ lt and 3 maid, 


V. -5fe delicate features my ſoul has betray'd; 
G | She 
| 5 | nes 


k 18 ] 
She's gay and ſhe's merry, and handſome likewiſe, _ 


So white is her boſom, and black are her eyes, | 
The ice round her heart I ſoon thaw'd by my fighs; 


She ery d, You bold Captain, begoue from my fight,” | 


Then whiſper'd fo ſweetly, © Oh! how I delight 
In your faldoo, a loodle, rig merry go high, 
*© Your bubhorum, guhorum's the joy of my eye.” 


The time we appointed I met her by chance, 

] trembleg with joy when I ſaw her advance; 

I made her a leg, and I took off my hat, 
TI kiſs'd her ſweet lips—but no matter for that: 

Says ſhe, ** Oh! be eaſy, I vow and declare, 
** You've rumpled my tucker, and touzled my hair!“ 
She'd frown if ſhe could, but fo gentle her air, 


She cries, * You bold Captain, begone from my fight,” 


Then whiſper'd ſo ſweetly, ** Oh! how I delight 
In your faldoo, a loodle, rig merry go high, 
+ Your bubhorum, guhorum's the joy of my eye.” 


The laurel is dear to us, boys of the blade, 

The myrtle of Venus ſhall be my cockadez 

The vine bears the palm when we ſing and carouſe, 

 Buttheſhamrock's the wreath. that ſhall laurel my brows: 
'Tho' Bacchus, to lift me, may rattle his can, ; 
And Mars, like a ſerjeant, diſplay his. rattan ; 

A ſmile from fair Venus, and I am the man, 
She cries, ©* You bold Captain, begone from my bght,” 


Then whiſper'd ſo ſweetly. ** Come back in the night 


With your faldoo, a loodle, rig merty go high, 
Four bubhorum, guhorum's the joy of my eye.” 


_ ds 4 — — | — 
MATRIMONIAL-CONSOLATION. 
CORINNA freſh wedded, and new to the trouble 


Of houſe- keeping, found all Her labour grow double; 


In ſpite of her ſcolding, her thręat' ning, and grieving, 
Her light-finger'd ſervants perſiſted in thieving. | 
Sing wedlock's the touchſtone of bliſs, Sir, 
Wedlock's the touchſtone of blifs, Sir, 
Wedlock's the-touchſtone of blifs, Sir, 
The pleaſures of wedlock for me. 


Tho' 


\ 


ho' 
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Tho' numbers detected ſhe inſtantly baniſh'd, 
The changes were vain, for freſh articles vaniſh'd; .-- 
Her knives, ſpoons, et cetera, (pardon my punning) 
Prov'd literal moveables, ſecretly running. 

LE | Sing wedlock's, &c. 


Her meat was ill-ſalted, and ſpoil'd by the ſmoke, 


Her linen was-burn'd, and her china was broke; 
Each 


| She mo things would mend, but, alas! *twas in vain 


brought her cauſes enough to complain. 
? 1 Sing wedlock's, &c. 


One cold winter's night, as her huſband lay ſated, 


With charms grown familiar, and raptures repeated; 

To reſt from the pleaſing fatigues of delight, 

He quitted her boſom, aud wiſh'd her good night. 
ES | Sing wedlock's, &c. 


| She held him, and gently entreated he'd hear her, 


Expoſing the tricks of her ſervants the clearer ; 


She foo h'd him, and preſs'd him, nor would be deny'd 


Tho' ſleepy and weary, at length he comply d. 
| d | | | Sing wedlock's, & 


She ſigh'd, and then gave him a diſmal account, p 

Of each article miſs'd, and the total amount; 

Embracing him till, as ſhe told o'er her roffes, 

With ſoft honey'd kiffes out-numb'ring her loſſes. 
Sing wedlock's, & e 


Then finiſn'd with ** Thus, by misfortunes dejected, 
„What moſt I complain of, 4 you I'm negleQed ; 
Who would, if you lov'd me, or pity'd my trouble, 
** Your tendereſt duty and kindneſs redouble. 3 
„ Sing wedlock”; — | 


* You know it, my love, what I ſuffer for you, 

** My. forrows.are many, my comforts but few; 

«4 A thoufand vexatious things happen to teize me, 
(And cloſer ſhe kils's him) but one thing can pleaſe 


18 Sing wedlock 5, Kc. 
Her 
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Her ſpouſe quickly gueſs'd this worſt cauſe of her grief, 
Admitted but one certain mode of relief ; 
Reviv'd by careſſes, he turn'd to condole her, | 
And, claſping her, did what he could to conſole her. 

| | 5 Sing wedlock's, &c. 


; MOG TH B BRUNETTE. 


YOUNG Tockey he courted ſweet Mog the Brunette, 
Who-had lips like carnation, and eyes black as jet; 

He cv1x'd and he wheedled, and talk'd with his eyes, 
And look'd, as all lovers do, wonderful wife ; . 
Then he {wore, like a lord, how her charms he ador'd, 
That ſhe'd ſoon put an end to his ſatfering< implor'd ; . 
For a heart unawares thus his trammels he.fet, 
And foon made a conqueſt of Mog the Brunette. 


They pannei'd their dobbins, and rode to the fair, 
Still kifſing and fondling until they came there; 
Then call'd at the church, and in wedlock were join'd, 
And ] key was happy for Moggy was kind: 

"T vas now honey-moon, time expir'd too ſoon, | 
They revel'”a in pleaſure night, morning, and noon ; 
He cali'd her his charmer, his 72 and his pet, | 
And the laſſes all envy'd ſweet Mog the Brunette. 


Then home they return'd, but return'd moſt unkind, 

For Jockey rode on, and left Moggy behinfl ; 

Suzpriz'd at this treatment ſne call 4 to her- mate, 

Why Jockey you're alter'd molt ſtrangely of late! 

Come on, fool, he cry'd, thou now art my bride, 

And when folks are wed they ſet fooling afide ; - | 
Hr names and foul words were the beſt ſhe cou'd get, 

Strai.,e uſage, this, ſure, for ſweet Mog the Brunette. 


* * 
He took home poor Moęgy new conduct to learn, 
She bruſi'd up the houſe; while he thatch'd the old barn; 
Th:y laid in a ſtock for the cares that enſue, 
An! now liv= as a man and wife uſually do; 
As heir humonrs excite, they kiſs and they light, 
'f vizt kindes ud feuds paſs the morn, noon and night; 
_ Lot: forrow he finds with his match he has met, 
pes the Devil had Mog the Brunette. 


OH ! 


ef, 


LLC, 
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JH ! 


I 121 ] 
OH! HONE! IF I DO, Ke. 


THE kiſs that he gave when he left me behind, 
Seal'd the promiſe of Patrick's true love; 
And when to my ſailor I'm falfe or unkind,\ 

Such falſhood expect from the dove : 2. | 
The promiſe of lovers ſhould neer be forgot, | 
And I promis'd the lad, tho” behind him I ax tel 
That I ne'er would forſake him, tho' humble his lot, 

Oh! hone! if I do, may I never be marry'd. 


Now the winds and the waves bear him over the ſea, 
The young Squire would give me fine things; 


But what are his riches or grandeur to me, 


His baubles, his ribbans, and rings? 


The promiſe of lovers ſhould ne'er be forgot, . 


And I promis'd the lad, tho behind him I tarry'd; 
That I ne'er would forſake him; tho' humble his lot, 
Oh! hone! if I do, may I never be marry'd. 


His cabin is low, but content dwells within, 
And ſnug is the hatch o'er the door; 5 5 
For riches without him I care not a pin, 
For my ſailor's the lad I adore; | 


The promiſe of lovers ſhould ne'er be forgot, 


Yet ſometimes ſuch hopes, we all know, have miſ- 


carry'd; 


I truſt he'll prove true, but I'll fit him, if not, 


Oh! hone! if I don't, may I never be marry'd. 
IRIS. 

IN this ſtill retirement fair Iris I view'd, 
Her beauty enchanted, ker manner ſubdu'd ; 
Ineffable ſweetneſs each. feature array'd, | 
And the magie of love in her bright treſſes play d. 
The fair thus reſiſtleſs paſs'd careleſs along, 
Praiſe follow'd her footſteps and bleſs'd her in ſong ; 


For ſure ey'ry virtue adorns that ſoft breaſt, 
Whole ſnow gave to Innecence hint for a veſt. 


In 
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In what dripping grotto—what bloſſom fenc'd bow'r EI 
Sequeſters the beauty from nogn's burning pow'r ? 

Afliſt in the ſearch, O ye gay village ſwains, 

And the ſmile on her lips will requite all your pains. 


But why ſnou'd I terapt you her charms to behold! 

Why lure you to bondage with fetters of gold! 1 

In love tis moſt pleaſing to ſuffer alone, | 

And the loſs of your hearts won't recover my own: II 
7 


SWEET POLL OF PLYMOUTH. 
SWEET Poll of Plymapth was my dear, 
When forc'd from _ go; , . 
Adown her cheeks rain'd many a tear, | 
My heart was fraught with woe: = 
Our anchor weigh'd, for fea we flood, EI 5 
The land we left behind; _ Th 
Her tears then ſwell'd the briny flood, L 
My ſighs encreas'd the wind. : 


We plow'd the deep, and now between 
Us lay the ocean wide; | RP 
For five long years I had not ſeen, | | 
My ſweet, my bonny bride: 8 | 85 
That time I ſajFd the world around, 
All for my true love's ſake ; | | 
But preſs'd, as we were homeward bound, 
I thought my heart would break. 


The prefs-gang bold J aſſ d 


i{k'd in vain 
To let me once on ſhore ; | 

I long'd to ſee 5 Poll again, 
But ſaw my Poll no more. 
And have they torn my love away? 
; And is he gone?“ ſhe ery d; 

My Poliy! ſweeteſt flow'r of May! 
She languifh'd, cool d, end dy d- 


* 
» " — 
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DE NITE BEFORE LARRY WAS STRETCH'D: 


[The concluding words of each verſe of the two fol- 
lowing Songs to be ſpoken in the ——_—_ 4 =] | 


DE nite before Larry was ſtreteb'd, 
De boys de all paid bim a viſit; 
Bait, toa, in dir facks de all fetch'd, 
De ſweated dir duds till de ris it: 
For Larry was ever de lad, | 
| When a boy was condemn'd to de ſqueezer, 
To ſweat all de duds dat he had, 
To help his poor friend to a fncezer, 
And warm his gob 'fore he * d. 


De boys de came crowding in faſt, 
De drew all dir ſtools round about him; | p 


Nine glims round his coffin were plac'd, 


He could not be well wak'd widout dem: 
When one of us az'd, Could he die, 85 5 
_ * Widout having truly repented ?” | 
Says Larry, Dat's all in me eye, 

= And * by gownſmen invented, 

To get a far bit for dicſelyes.” 


*« Fm forry, dear, Larry,” fays I, 
To ſee you in dis ſhittuation ; * 
And, bliſter my lims, if 1 lxe, | 
Bat I'd's liff id had been me own ſtation.” 
© Ids all over wid me,” ſays he, 
++: De neckcloth I'm forc'd to put on; 
And by dis time to- morrpw you'll ſee 
our poor Larry ite ded as de mutton, 
kaſe * his cQurage was . 


and I'll be cut up like 511. 

And me nob from me 'be parted.” 

Vour'e in de rong box den,“ 12 
Fer, blaſt me, if dere ſo hard-harted: 

% A chalk on de back of your neck, | 
Is all dar Jas Ketch dare in | give you; 

* Den mind not trifles a fe | 1 
„Fer why ſhould de likes 91 0 — greeve you 1 

4" And no, boys, come tip us de deck.“ 
. 


— 
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De cards being called for, de pled, | 
Till Larry found one of dem cheated ; 
A dart at his napper he med, Ms 
De boy being eaſily heated,) 
And fed, ** Be de holy, you teeffe, 
I'll fplinter you ſkull wid me daddle ; 
*© You cheat me, bekaſe I'm in greef, 
** But ſoon I'll demoliſh my noddle, 
55 | And tip you your claret to drink.” 
In comes de gownſman wid his book, | | 
And ſpoke him fo nate and ſo fivil; 
Larry tip'd him a bloody ſour look, 
And pitch'd his big wig te de devil: 
Den raiſing a little his hed, 
And deking a ſup of de bottle ; 
He, fighing moſt heavily, ſed, | 
„Ohl de hemp will be ſoon round me trottle, 


** Tho' ſure id's de beſt way to die, 
Oh! de devil a better a living 
For when a gallows dat's high, 
_ * Your journey's de ſhorter to Heav'n ; 
But what harraſhes Larry de moſt, j 
Dat makes his poor ſoul moloncholy ; 
When he tinks of fe time dat his goſt - | 
Will come in a ſheet to ſweet Molly! | 
Oh! ſure id will kill her alive!“ 


His laſt words were ſo Pyr ſpoke, 
Our greef id found vent in a ſhower; 
As for my part, I daught me hart brake, 

To fee him cut down like a flower! 
On his travels I watch'd him next day, 
| De trotler I daught I could kill him; 
But never a word did he ſay, 
Nor chang'd till he came to King William, 
$4” Den his colour began to grow white · 
When he came to de numbing-chit, | 
le was tuck'd up ſo neat and ſo pretty; 
De rumbler ſhov'd off from his feet, 
And he dy'd wid his face to de fhitty : 


Ue 


And ſqueeze me poor windpipe to deth. 


. 


„ 


* N 
He kick'd too, but dat was all pride; 
For ſoon you might know "twas all over; 
And when dat de nooſe was unty'd, : 
At home why we wak'd him in clover, 


And ſent him to dake a ground-ſweat. 


5 LARRY's STIF-F. 
AS ſoon as poor Larry was ſtretch'd, 

De boys de ſoon cut him down proper; 
We did ev'ry ting dat we cud, 

In hopes to cheat Jack de breth-ſtopper : 
But all we cud do it was all fudge, 

For. Jacky is ſeldom miſtaken ; 

He fits de nooſe up at de lug, 

And den let's you hang like a bacon; 1 
| And dere you mult hang till you're ſtiff. 
Poor Larry was now a gone chuck, 

De bloody teeves dought.for to get him, 
To bring to de College to cut; | 

Be de hoky, our boys wou'd't let 'em ; 
On our ſhoulders we hois'd him along, 

And wou'dn't let one of them near us; 

: Our kebbles we daſh'd through the throng, 
| And made all de ſlim ones to feer us, 
For in no time we'd flatten der ſmellers. 


When we got to de end of de lane, 
De girlds de all gother round us; 

Dey began for to erv and to keen, 
Wid der damnable clack-to confound us; 

But ſoon dey began to be huſh'd, 

20 As de Pole-lice was coming among us; 
Dey dought for to kiek up a duſt, 
* 1 den to take poor Larry from us: 


But one got a chalk on de phiz, another a hook em- 
 ſnjivy on the back, and den dey ſet to dir pumps, 
as if dey were purſued by de goſt of de brave 


Tomy Fox, formerly de Long-lane Hero, your 
ſouls ! | 5 VV 


-” 
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We den brought him into de nouſe, 

And ev'ry one look d at poor Larry ; 
Sam Slang gave Paddy a douce, , 

Bekaſe why he did rot look f 
Says Paddy, vou xe like a te 

* I'm ſorry as we as anoder ; 
„% But do I can ſtifle me greef, 

I loy'd hin juſt like me ow broder, | 
++ Becauſe if he hadn't a make, his d 
he'd pop for a facer.“ 


We den bet de hoof, until night, 

To kick up de cole for to wake him; 
We left Padd! * Foy dere to fight, 

If de black hoys ſhould offer to joe him: 
But when we all came back a 

Its den we had ſuch fun an Fach faddle; 
If any of the people look'd glum, 

We flatten'd dir ear with our daddle, | 


To keep up the fun at the fi. | 


Den de rue! bes to 5 round, 
* began to 1 
Curly Bill got fat Pe on 
(You know dat fat Peg's 4 
She dought he would ſq . os to de 

So darted her fan 4 his trottle; 
She had like for to or Bl P's breth, 

And ſo we'd a hell a. battle, 
For at int fa Peg is de ſort. 


In no time we all made a # a 
And both of dem took off dir fleſh bags; 
To tear dem would not be de ting, 
For bad luck to de oder poor Bill had; 
Den ſo handſome'dey douc'd it away, 
Till Bill got a blow in de I 4 
Den de heffers began to ar . | : 
Dat de battle was won by de 
f So dey Kidd den, Frey had no pie 


Des Pole-lice den heering de noiſe, 
me in to ſee what was de matter, 


p a all Is and de bo 
5 _ all bloody anc batter'd: 


4 


Pund, 0 


1 


4 
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: There was an old woman liv'd ie a hill. 11 
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Dey ſwore dat with dem we muſt 
| Far we were diſturbing de neighbo 
So dey march'd us away two by "_ 
In de 3 to finiſh our e 
| So ended our * at de Hf. 


LOOSE EVERY SAIL TO THE BREEZE. 


' LOOSE every ſail to the breeze, 
The courfe of my veſlel improve ; 
I've done with the toils of the ſeas, 
Ye ſailors, I'm bound to my love. 


Since Emma is true as ſhe's fair, 
My griefs I fling all to the wind ; 
"Tis a pleaſing return for my care, 

My miſtreſs is conſtant and kind. 


My fails are all 8 · d to my dear, 5 # 
| What tropic bird fwifter can move ? 
Who, cruel ! ſhall hold his career, 
That returns to the neſt of his love. 


Hoift ev'ry ſail to the breeze, | 
Come, ſhip-mates, aud join in the fong ; 

Let's drink, while the ſhip cuts the ſeas, 
Toe the 'gale that may drive her along. 


JACK AND HIS AIRY ROUND. 
THER E was an old woman liv'd under a hill, | 4 


Green and airy round, 


And ſhe had good beer andale to fell ; 
With her clack herry, curry airy, whack ! 
Jack, and her ary round. 


1 


She had an old man, and he wore a wig, 
Grey and hairy round ; $8. 
She had an old man, and he wore a wig, 
A car, and a dog, and a nice little pig ; 
With her clack, &c. | 


She had a daughter, her name it was Nan, 
Plump and airy round ; : 
She bad a daughter, her name it was Nan, 


And Nan ſhe lov'd to play with a man; 


With her clack, &c. 


There came a trooper a riding by, 
Briſk and airy round ; | 
There came a N a riding by, 
He call'd for a drink, becauſe he was dry; 
WW, +7 JOS 


His boots were leather, his coat was red, 
Bold and airy round; 


Hit boots were leather, his coat was red, 
A ſpur on his heel, and a hat on his head; 


With his clack, &c. | 


This trooper, then, he look'd ſo big, 
Bluff and airy round ; 


This trooper, then, he look'd ſo big, 


Kiſs'd Nan, drank beer, and eat the pig; 


With his clack, &ec. 


MARY's DREAM. 


THE moon had climb'd the higheſt hill 
Which riſes o'er the ſource of Dee, 
And from the eaſtern.ſummit ſhed - 
Her filver light on tow'r and tree ; 
When Mary laid her down to ſleep, 
Her thoughts on Sandy far at ſea ; 
When ſoft and low a voice ſhe heard ſay 
Mary, weep no more for me, 


She 


1 


She from her pillow gently rais'd, 
Her head, to aſk'd who there might be; 
She ſaw young Sandy ſhiv'ring ſtand, 
With pallid cheek and hollow eye! 
Oh! Mary dear, cold is my clay, 
It lies beneath a ſtormy ſea ; 
Far, far from thee I ſleep in death, 
S8o, Mary, weep no more for me. 


Three ſtormy nights and ſtormy days 
We toſs'd upon the raging main; 

And long we ſtrove our = to fave, 
But all our ſtriving was in vain: _ 
Fen then, when horror chill'd my blood, 

My heart was fill'd with love of thee ; 
The ſtorm is paſt, and I at reft, | 


So, Mary, weep no more for me. 


Oh! maiden dear, thyſelf prepare, 
We ſoon ſhall meet upon that ſhore, 
Where love is free from doubt and care, 
And thou and I ſhall part no more. 
Loud.crow'd the cock, the ſhadow fied, 
No more of Sandy could ſhe ſee; 
But ſott the paſſing ſpirit ſa'd, 
Sweet Mary, weep no more for me. 


7 | — f | . DEED 
MOLLY CARR. 


WHEN I at my window am gazing, 
lis not at a comet or ftar ; 
Put an object more bright and more plea 
[he face of mv. ſweet Molly Carr. 
No Daphne, no Chloe, nor Phillis, 
Lho' poets put them on the par; 
Vith beauties of roſes and likes, 
Can vie with ſweet Moily Car, 
Can vie, &c. 8 : 
Ye ſoldiers who boaſt in your prattle, 
Yet always hope danger is far; 
You're ſafer from cannons in baitle 


Than the eyes of my ſweet Molly Carr. 
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The prelate, ſo famous for teaching 

. he 1 4 14 4 = > R | 
ad he ſeen her, He'd left is preaching 

To treat of my ſweet Molly Carr. ; 


Le lawyers who make yourſelves drudges, 
| Wich much dirty work at the bar, _ 
You would quit all your fees and the judges, 
To plead to my ſweet Molly Carr: 
Ye doctors, ſo learned in phyſic, 
Who Nature's decays can repair, 
May ſearch, but you'll find no ſpecific 
So certain as ſweet Molly Carr. 


Let thoſe out of pay with the nation, 
With great ones eternally jar, | 
I am my content with my ſtation, 
So ſnfiles bu my ſweet Molly Carr: 
Though rich as a Crœmſus in treaſure, 
In kingdoms as great as a Czar, 8 
All, all 1 wou'd lay down with pleaſure 
At the feet of my ſweet Molly Carr. 


BET THE BRUNETTE. 


MY heart's foft emotions admit no diſguiſe, - 

To cheat the poor nymphs of the plain; 
For the paſſion I feel is confeſſed by my eyes, 

And love ſhews the wounds of the ſwain ; 
And ſuch were my plaints when I happily met 
The arch hazel eyes of my lovely Brunette. 


Would you know all the magic that lives in her een, 


By which my fond heart ſhe has won; 
Go take (like the Grecian) each beauty that's ſeen, 
And comprize all their graces in one; 
Then wonder, like me, at the pleafſure-fraught Bet, 
And wear the ſoft chains of the lovely Brunette. 


The wandering kidlings tha: ſport on the hills, 
Leave their browſing to liſt to her lay; 
She charms the ſwift courſe of the murmuring rills, 


And arreſts the bright chariet of day: — 


The 
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The winds ſtop, enraptur'd, to liſt to my Bet, 
And grateſully fan the accompliſh'd Brunette. 


Had I all the wealth that ſtern Avarice ſought, 
When he ravag'd the glittering mine; | 
Had'I all the treafnres that Crœfus had bought, 
The gems, my fweet girl, ſhould be thine. 
But trifles, hke theſe, are deſpis'd by my Bet, 
For merit alone wins the lovely Brunette. 


12 - a A 


THE Jovs Or THE TABLF. 


HOW bright are the joys of the table, 
Il mean when the cloth is remov'd! 
Our hearts are faſt held by a cable, 
While round the decanter is fhov'd : 
The ladies all riſe to retire, 1 
We ſtand up and look very grave; 
A bumper, then draw round the fire; 
Determin'd like fouls to behave. 


My ſervant he knows I'm a toper, 
Clean glaſſes of wine a recruit; 
He brings in a ſix bottle cooper, 
And places it cloſe at my foot: 
I gingerly take up a bottle, 
he ſaw-duſt I puff from his coat; 
The cork out, ke tings in the throttle, 
But ſweeter than Mara his note. 


What gentleman coffee uow chooſes ? 
The compliment comes from the fair ; 

No gentleman coffee refuſes, | 
But not a man ftirs from his chair: 

Though Frenchmen may do fo, I bar it, 
"Tis brutiſh politeneſs, I think; 

While Monſieur we pay for his claret, 
He never ſhall teach us to drink. 


Gay Hebe now ſhews in Apollo, 
A ſtruggle *twixt Claret and Wit; 
For Facchus infiſts be ſhall ſwallow 
Six b.gygpers before he may ſit: 


* 


1 
Ve fair, why ſo ill ſhould we treat you? 
Go part ere the bottle is won ; 


At ſupper Apollo ſhall meet you, 
— ew you what Bacchus has done. 


© BONNY LASS, WILL YOU LIVE IN A 


BARRACE? _ 
AND 'tis O bonny laſs, will you live in a barrack, 
And 'tis O bonny lafs, will you live in a barrack, 
And O bonny laſs, will you live in a barrack, 1 


And marry a ſoldier, and carry his wallet ? 


* 
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O yes, I will go, and think nae mare on it, 

, Fil marry my Jockey, and carry his wallet; 

I'll neither aſk leave of my mammy or daddy, 
But off and away with my dear ſoldier laddie. 


And O bonny laſs, will you go a campaigning, 


And brave ev'ry danger of battle and famine; , E 
When weary and wet, I have none to befriend me, To 
In ſickneſs careſs me, in danger attend me? Y 
O yes, I will brave all the dangers you mention, 4 
And fifty times more, gin you had the invention; RE 
Nor famine, nor battle, nor danger ſhall fear me, F 
Whilſt I have my Jockey, my ſoldier lad near me. 8 
| G 
1 | T 

FAIR SUSAN. 9 

WHEN fair Suſan I left with a heart full of woe, 7 
And to ſea went my fortune to mend; | L 
Her ſoft ſwelling boſom beat hard to and fro, B 
When ſhe loſt both her love and her friend ; TM 
Fare thee well, Tom, ſhe cry'd, and bid me adieu, Be 
While the tears rain'd in ſhow'rs from her eye; PT 

I fail'd full of grief to join the ſhip's crew, N. 

| While loud waves to my ſorrows reply. Se 


She dy'd as a roſe when nipt by the froſt 
And I live her loſs to deplore. 
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The winds they blew hard, and the ſea gan to roar, 


While blue light'ning around us did flaſh ; 
I thought of my Suſan, and wiſh'd me on ſhore, 
Still the waves moſt tremendous did daſh : | 
At length a leak ſprung, and all hands call'd on deck, 
In vain ev'ry art try'd to fave ; . 
I ſwam an a plank, and eſcap'd from the « ceck, 
The reſt met a watery grave. | 


Kind fortune thus having preſerved my life, 
To my Suſan I thought I would go; 
Wills what joy I ſhould meet with my long abſent wife! 
But my hopes were all chang'd in woe: | 
For the news reach'd her ears, that the ſhip.it was loft, 


And Thomas her love was no more ; 


» 
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THE HIGH-MINDED SOLDIER. 


HARK ! to martial alarms the calm village refounds, 
In youth to enliſt, Serjeant Trim goes his rounds ; 
While ſo gallant and bold his whole party appears, 
The brave loſe their patience, cowards almolt their fears : 
Thus ſparks of ambition are fann'd into flame, 

And the peaſant inſtructed to thirſt after fame; 
Forſake peace and contentment for honour to roam, 

So the high-minded ſoldier firſt leaves his fond home, 


Grown perfect in duty, by diſcipline hard, 

The Foes of his country to meet he's prepar d; 

And in hoſtile array ſoon proud Galha is ſeen, 

Then the foe to hi- country, perfidious and mean 

To oppoſe them he's drafted, and needs muſt comply, 
Looks. back to his village and peace with a ſigh; | 
But hi foes to ſubdue midſt cannons loud roar, 

The high-minded Soldier now leaves his own home. 


Borne thro' dangers and tempeſts, he lands on their coaſts, 
Throꝰ fierce oppofitiun from numberleſs hoſts ; | 
Now to battle led on amid horrors and death, | 
Sees his comrades each — reſign their laſt E I 
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Tho appris'd of the danger, he boldly goes on, 
- Nor halts, tho' fore wounded, until the day's won ; 
While in action none braver, yet that being o'er, 
The high-minded Soldier then, pauts for his ſhore. 
4; U 
Thus each yearly campaign vainly hoping the laſt, 
He toils, ſt. ves, and fights. till life's vigour is paſt ; 
When old, feeble, and helpleſs, depriv'd of -one leg, 
He's diſmiſs'd from his ſervice, and ſuffer'd to beg; 
Yet at times he the feats of his youth will tell o'er, 
When he fights ev'ry battle in fancy once more; . 
Until Death, that great victor (his time being come), 
Calls the poor worn-out Soldier unto his long home. 


THE HIGH-METTLED RACER. 


SEE the courſe throng'd with gazers, the ſports are be- 
f 8 WT , 

The confuſion but hear, ** I bet you, Sir, done; 
Ten thouſand ſtrange murmurs re ſound far and near, 
Lords, hawkers, and jockies aſſail the tir'd ear; 
While with neck like a rainbow, erected his creſt, 
* rancing, and pleas'd, his head touching his 

rea 2 | ( 
Scarcely ſmiſfing the air, he's ſo proud and elate, 
The high- mettled Racer brit ſtarts for the plate. 


Now Reynard'sturn'd out, and cer hedge and ditch ruſh, | 


Dogs. horſes, and huntſmen all cloſe at his bruſh ; 
Thro' marſh, fen, and brier, led by their fly prey, 
Then by ſcent and by view cheat a long tedious wa yt; 
Lv bile alike born for ſports of the field and the courſe, 
Always ſure to come thro, a ſtanch and fleet horſe ; 
When fairly run down, the Fox yields up his breath, 
The high-mettled Racer is in at the death. | 


_ Grown aged, abus'd, and turn'd out of the {tud, | 
Lame, ſpavin'd, and wind-gall'd, but yet with ſome 
l blood; . | | 


While kno «ivg poſtilions his pedigree trace, 


Teil his dam won this ſweepſtaks, his fre that race j * 
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And what matches he won to the hoſtlers count o'er, 
As they loĩter their time at ſome hedge ale-houſe door; 


While the harneſs fore galls, and the ſpurs his ſides goad, 
The high-mettled Racer's a hack on the road. 


Till at laſt having labour'd, drudg' early and late, 
Bow 'd down, by degrees, he bend“ on his fate; | 
Blind, old, lean, and feeble, he tugs round a mill, 

Or draws ſand, *till the ſand of his hour-glaſs ſtands ſtill; 
And now cold and lifeleſs, expos'd to the view, 


| In the very ſame cart which he yeſterday drew; 


his 


While a pitying crowd his ſad relics ſurrounds, - 
The high-mettled Racer is ſold for the hounds. 


— 


How SWEET's THE LOVE, &e. 


WHEN firſt I ken'd young Sandy's face, 
He ſung and look'd wi fic a grace ; 

He ſtole my heart, but did na care, 

The lad he loo'd a laſs more fair; 

And oft I ſung o'er brae and burne, 


How ſweet's the love that meets return!“ . 


He loo'd a laſs wi' fickle mind, | 
Was ſometimes cauld, and ſometimes kind ; 
Which made tne love - lick laddie rue, 

For ſhe was cauld when he was true: 0 
He mourn'd and ſung o'er brae and burne, 


Ho ſweet's the love that meets return l“ 


One day a pretty wreath he twin'd, 
Where laylocks with ſweet cowſlips join'd 
To make a garland for her hair ; 

But ſhe refus d a gift ſo fair; : 7 

** This ſcorn,” he cry'd, ** can ne'er be borne, 
But ſweet's the love that meets return.” 
Juſt then he met my tell-tale &en, 

And love ſo true is ſooneſt ſeen: 

Dear laſs,” ſaid he, my heart is thine, 
For thy foft wiſhes are like mine.” 

Now Jenny in her turn may mourn, 

+ How ſweet's the love that meets return!“ 


H 2 | | | My 
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My anſwer was both frank and kind, 
I loo'd the lad, and teli'd my mind; 


To kirk we went wi' hearty glee, . 4 
And who ſa bleft as he and me! 0 
Now blithe we ſing o'er brae and burne, ti 
Ho ſweet's the love that meets return!” ly 

| | ati opp 4' x 

LORD ALTAM's BULL. a 
Rotten Noſe Sweeny is my Name, Bl 
And de ſame I will. never deny; de 


Six and Twenty Splinters was daken from me Skull, || on 


A fighting for de ſweet Liberty! v 
N Liga diga di diga dee, 5 
Liga diga di diga dee, f 
Liga diga di, liga diga diga di, 
| | Liga di diga di diga dee. F * 
Ah! Boys your Souls to de Devil, twigg me Napper, 
and obſerve me Marks of Glory to de Right and Left! 
= Liga diga di diga dee, &c. I 
| ID 2 W. 
De next dat ſpoke was ſweet Larry Dempſey. He: 
And dis is what ſweet Larry did ſay; tere 
If it was not for de Faulchion I carry'd in me Breaſt, I mor 
Me ſweet Life would Be daken away ! 147 


Liga diga di, &c. 


Ah! but Boys, your Souls to de Devil, I ſtood like a O 
Boy, on me Defence, threw him a hanging Guard, | ._. 
came down on him wid a St. George, and cut him over V 
de Ogle, acrofs his Smeller, to his Gob; and den chang- 
ing me Blade to me Left Dadile, i gave him one Chalk, 
be de Hoky, from de Oxter to de Marrow-fat-tripe. Hi 
1 c 5 Liga diga di, &e. [Stony 


Tn os | Holt 
tas on de Firſt of ſweet Ma- gay, Neil) 
It being on a high Holiday ; |  fds w 
Six and Twenty brave hearted Poys out of Straw, [Ritch 
Went to take Lord Altam's Bull away. de U 


Liga diga di, &c. Boys, 
5 J being Pum 
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being de firſt Boy in de Field, who ſhould 1 ſee, be 
de Hoky, but de Moſey, wid his Horns licking in de 
Ground; well becomes me, be de Hoky, I or Y up 
to him, cautcht him be de I ail, !ept upon his Back, and 
rode him tree dimes round de Field as well as ever de 
Maſter of de Corporatios of Taylors rode the 4». ah = 
but de Moſey being Game to de Back- bone, be de Ho 7 
faced about, took me be de Seven- and- twenty Curio 
ties, and de very firſt Riſe he gave me in de Elements, 
be de Hoky he ſmaſht me Collar-bone! Dere being no 
Blunt in de Cly, Madam Stevens's was de Word, where 
I de Boys carried me on a Door, and I la for Six Weeks 
l, on ae Broad of me Back in Laven er, like Paddy 


Ward's Pig. Liga diga di, &c. 
We drove de Bull « over many a Hedge, 
bh. And we drove him a Stile ; 
_ *Till we came to de Commons of K. Imainham, 
* Where we let de poor Moſey reft for a W hile. 
& Liga diga di, &c. 
* If de poor Moley was Keeper of de Ankle-ſpring 


Ware-houſe, » YOu cou'dn't help pity ing him, for his 
Head ſmoaked like a Lime Kiln, his Hoofs were bat- 
| tered like a Bird-catcher's Crab-ſhells, and he had no 
d, more Skin upon his Gams, dan dere is Wool upon a 


| Taylor's Gooſe. 2 | Liga diga di, &c. 
e. 
a drove him thro' Truck- ſtreet, | | 
. Widoeut either Dread or Fi-geer ; | 
AY er When out run de brave Moſey Creathorn's Bitch, 
” 4 And co ch d de poor Bull be de y-ear, 
44 fo diga di, &c. 
; High Jock! ! dat Dog's my Bitch! fight fair, nd 
4 Stones, be de Hoky; low, Nettle, low, and your 
Holt ! ah! your Souls to de _ Jane off; Tommy 
Reily, me Jewel, tip de Whelp of Blood white 
ids warm. Larry, your Shul, ons a Bit. of Salt on d 
traw, [Ritch's Noſe =P o Keep he 17 in Blood. your Sauls to 
le Devil. Bo Fs, make a little Er e * a Ring. Oh! 
&c. Boys, I thought de Light, left poor Moſey Creathorn's 
veivg 8 * when he Nef is Bitch toſſed " ade Bull's 


torns 3 cried our,” 


— — 


Jemmy Keeffe, a 5 Detn 
H 3 * to 


38] 


to you, and Glory you may get! keep your Gr WEL 


and recen e her in your open Aims as ſhe comes douwn, 

and don't let her Head touch de Pavement.” Who 
loſt a Tum ? Be de Hoky, I'd ſvear any where to Pad- 
dy Aughy*s Joints, (ſays Larry Caſey), I know dem be 


de Snot on his Sleeve. 
| Liga diga di, &c. 


We drove de Bull down Corn-market, 
As all de World, ſure, might ſee ; 
When o& 9 ay Taddy Foy thrult his jolly Noſe thro 
: Ee ars 
Crying bigh for de ſxeet Liberty. 
Liga diga di, &c. 


Ah! Boys; your Souls to de Devil, if I was down 
among vou. | would make you know your Lord God 
from Tom Bell. Ah! your Soul to- de Devil, what do 
vou ſtrike de Boy acroſs de Back for and he down ? 


Ah! cruel Ceſtee! eruel Coffee Ah! de bleſſing of 


God, on you, Couſin Cuſhin, won't you nock off me 
Darbie:. and let me out for Half an Hour on me Pa- 
troule of Onor. I'll expel de Mob, kill Six, pot Five, 
ut Uree, and be de Fader of de Shi tty, 1 !] return to 
1 Sheep-walk hke an innocent Lamb. Ah! Billy 
*Unifries, dake in your pritty Bits of Trolly ; Luke 
Peppard dake i in your Seeds; and. Miſs Grace dake in 
your Lace, or be de Hokey, de Moſey will carry it 
away on his Horns, and de Lady Mayreſs will go to 
de Lord hah $ Ball like a Sparchcock. 
Liga diga di, &c. 


_ My Lord Alen i is a j'very bad Man, 
And dat ye all do know; 


8 For driving White Roger from Kilmainham Lands, 
Wera to Virginia muſt 80 
To „ po 26! | * Liga diga di, Ke. 


tr AH ported for Sev: Yea rs, dere's Six us, dat's but 


Kick, if Wh and. eather n and if I eyer 
— 4 — iS Mah Alec Manufactary, I “Il 
butter pays ripe ant make Garters of his 


Guts, 


1 


Ah! weh, Boys, your Soul, What ſuppoſe if we're 
Fourtzen Mouths 25 ang aud 1 can fail in a Turf | 


„ 


Guts, You know. I neyer was aſraid of any r 
while I bave Tw elve Iuches of Lamprey _ me, be 
de Hoky, I'll be up to de V in him, 


And high for de ſweet Liberty, . 
And high for de brave Boys of Straw; 


When we drove de Bull to Dolphin *'s-barn-lane, 
We gave him Tree loud H uzzas. 


23 
—— 


A BOTTLE's THE MISTRESS I MEAN. 


| | WHATEER ſqueamiſn lovers may ſay, 


A miſtreſs I' ve found * m Fond 


I enjoy her by night and by 


Yet ſhe grows fl more 8 and kind: 


Of her beauties I never am cloy'd, 


Though I conſtantly ſtick by her ſide ; 
Nor deſpiſe her becauſe ſhe's enjoy d 
By a legion of lovers beſide : 


For though thouſands may broack her, 
May breach her, may broach her, | 

By Jove I ſhall feel neither envy nor ſpleen, 
Nor jealous can prove of the miſtreſs. IL love ; | 

For a bottle, a bottle, a bottle's the — I mean. 


Sho ul I try to deſcribe all her merit, 


With her praiſes I ne'er ſhould have done ; 
She's brimful of ſweetneſs and ſpi | 
And ſparkles with freedom an fan 
Her ſtature's majeſtic and tall, 1 
And taper her boſom and waiſtz, 
Her neck long; her mouth round and n 
And her lips how delicious to taſte, 


For though, be. 


You may graf her with eaſe by the middle, 


To be open'd how valt her delight! 
And yet whole ſex is a riddle, © 
You never can trop her too hy ; 


=> * 
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When your engine you once introduce. 


To her circle, her magical bower ; 


Pop—away from within flies the juice, f 
And your ſenſes are drown'd in the ſhower. 
| For though, &e. 


But the ſweeteſt of raptures that flow 
From the delicate charmer [I prize; 
Ts ſure when. her head is laid low, 
And her bottom's turn'd up to the ſkies: 
Stick to her, and fear not to win her, 
She'll never prove peeviſh or coy ; , 
And the farther and deeper you're in her, 
The fuller ſhe'll fill you with joy. 
EI BO For though, &c. 


Thus naked, and claſp'd in my arms, 

With her my ſweet moments I'll ſpend ; 
And revel the more on her charms, 

To ſhare her delight with a friend: 

To Divinity, Phyſic, or Law, 

Her favours I never ſhall grudge; 
Though each night ſhe may make a faux pas 
With a Biſhop, a Poctor, or Judge. 
| | : HY For though, &c. 


LUKE CAFFREY's KILMAINHAM MINIT. , 


[The concluding words of each verſe to be ſpoken in 
| 2 Newgate cant. ] | 


When to ſee Luke's laſt Jigg we agreed, 

We tip'd all our Gripes in a Tangle ; 
And mounted our 'Trotters wid Speed, 

To ſquint at de Snub as he'd dangle; 
For he was de Smart on de Gap, | 

He boozled de. Bull-dog and Pinners ; 
And when dat ke milFd a fat Slap, 

He merrily melted de Winners, 


To ſnack wid de Boys of de Pad. 


In 


1 


In a Giffee we blink'd at de Spud, ES 
Where de Quod ids glum Phiz did exhibit ; 
Wid a Facer we coddled our Blood, 
For de Wind id blows cold from de Gibbet; 
De Boy he had travell'd afore, e 
Like Ratlers we after him peg'd it; 3 X 
For to miſs us would greeve him full ſore, 
Bekaſe why, as a Favour he begg'd it, | 
| We'd tip him de Fives fore his Det. 


When we came to de Man-trap, and ſaw 
Poor Luke look fo blue in de Gabbard; 
To ſave him I taut I could draw | 
Me Toaſter from out of de Scabbard : 
Oh! Luky,” fis I, do you ſee! | 
Be de Iron and Steel in me Daddles, 
* If I taut I could once ſet youu free, 
De Scarlets ſhould ſmoke in dir Saddles 


+ Your Gullet to ſave from de Nooſe, | 


© Your Soul! I'd fight Blood to de Eyes, 
Fou lmow it, I would to content you; 
_ © But foul Play I always deſpiſe, 1 5 
be One for to fall 4 Twenty!“ 
| Sis he, Tis me Fate for to die, N 
* I knowd id when I was committed; 
** Bur yet, if de Slang you run fly, 4 
De Scragboy may ftill be outwitted, 9 
And I ſcout again on de Lay. 


When I dance tuxt de Ert and de Skies, 
De Claigy may bleat for de Struggler ; 
gut when on de Ground your Friend lies, 
Ohl! tip me a Snig in de Jugler; 
** Oh! you know dat id is me laſt Hope, 
As de Surgints of Otomy tell us; 
Dat when I'm cut down from de Rope, 
+ You'll bring back de Puff to me Bellows, | 
And ſet me, once more, on me Pins.” 
He finiſt.'d dis Speech wid a Sigh! 
Wie ſaw de poor Fellow was funking ; 
De Drizzle ſtole down from his Eye, 
Tho' we taut he had got better — in; 


Wid 
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Wida Tip of de Slang we reply'd, 
And a Blinker dat Nobody noted; 
De Clargy ſtept down from his Side, 
And de Gabbard from under him floated ; 
| Oh! bede . id was den dat me Port- Royal 
run cold. | | | 


Pads foremoſt he div'd, and den round 
He caper'd de Kilmainham Minit ; | = 
But ſoon, when he lay on de Ground, | 
Our biſineſs we taut to begin id: 
Wid de Stiff to a Shebeen we hied, 
But Det had ſhut faſt ev'ry Grinder; 5 
His Brain-box hung all- a-one Side, 1 1 
And no Diſtiller's Pig could be blinder; 5 
But dat, you know, is what we muſt all cum to. 


7A 


: r pifly N of * 14 
From tipping de Scragboy a Duſting; 
Her Stuff. Hop was up to her Chin, * | 7 


Like a cram'd Fowl wid Tinderneſs hyſting : 
We lent him a Snig, as he ſed, | | 


On de Jugler, tis here dat de mark is; | 2 
But ſoon as we found him quite ded, , | 1 
In de Duſt-caſe we bundled his Carcaſe, | 1 


And gave him a barb'rous long Proteſtant 
Leaſe of de ſanCtified Sod yonder beyant, 
dere, in bloody Finglas, your Soul! Dat's Ir 
for 999 Annums, be de mur@'ring Hemp 


Act paſſed in the laſt Seſſions, you know, Sl 
: 2 a2 | Bi 
SOMETHING ELSE, BUT WHAT ? 
| | S 
AS Coridon and Phillis a 
Sat in a ſhady grove, 
Contriving crowns of lillies, | | 
Repeating tales of love ; | Th 
And ſomething elſe, But what? 
But what, I dare not name it, | F. 


To name it I dare not. | 
But | 
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But as they were a laying, 
She ogled fo the ſwain; 


Which ſav'd her plainly ſaying," 


" ** s kiſs to eaſe our pain, 
And ſomething _ &c.“ i 
A PO times he kiſy'd her 


Upon the pleaſant green ; 
And as he farther preſs'd her, 


Her pretty legs were ſeen, 
And nn elſe, ke. 


So many beauties viewing, | 
His ardour ſtill increas'd ; | » 


| And greater joys purſuing, 


But | 


_ He wander'd o'er her Yeaſt, | 
2 TM And ſomething elſe, Le. 
Young Coridon grown bolder, 
he minutes would improve; 
„ This is the time,” he told her, 
10 ſhew how-much 1 love. 


And fomething elſe, &c. 
At laſt, her effort trying | 


Lis paſſion to withſtand, 
Cry'd (but *twas faintly crying) 
Pray, take away your hand, 
And aathing elle, &c. 


The nymph ſeem'd almoſt dying, 
Diflulv'd in amorous heat; 


f 


1 She ſoftly told him, ſighing, 


25 Nr dear, your love is great! 
And ſomething elſe, &c. 
But Phillis did recover 
Much ſooner than the ſwain ; 
She, bluſhing, aſk'd her lover, 
„Shall we not kiſs again ? 
.0. And ſomething (lle, 8 &c. 
Thus Love it revels keeping, 
Till Nature's at a ſtand; 
 F:om talk they went to {l:eping, 
Holding each other's hand, 


Aud ſomethin g elſe, "RY 


HARK! 
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HARK! AWAY. 


THE moment Aurora Fred. into my room, 

I put on my clothes and I call'd for my groom; 

Will Whiſtle by this had uncoupled the hounds, 

Who lively and mettleſame friſk'd c'er the grounds: 

And now we're all ſaddled, fleet, dapple, and grey, 

Who ſeemꝰd longing to hear the glad found. hark! away, 
Hark ! away, Hark, away. f 9 

Who ſeemꝰ d longing to hear the glad ſound, hark! away. 
*Twas now by the clock about five in the morn, : 


And we all gallop'd off % the ſound of the horn; 
Jack Garter, Bill Babler, and Dick at the Gooſe, 


When all of a ſudden out ſtarts Mrs. Puſs 

Men, horſes, and dogs not a moment wonder. 1 
And Eccho was heard to cry, Hark! hark! away) 1 f 
The courſe was a fine one, ſhe took o'er the plain, 7 


Which ſhe doubled, and doubled, and doubled, again; 

Till at laſt fhe to cover return'd out of breath, = 
Where 1 and Will Whittle were in at the death: IB 
Then in triumph for a Hare did diſplay, 1 

And cry'd to the Horners, My boys, Hark! away. u 


g o u. 


' OH ! the hoursI have paſs'd in the arms of my dear, 


Can never be thought of but with a ſad tear; E]. 
Oh! forbear, oh! forbear then to meution her name, 
It recals to my mem'ry the cauſe of my pain. To 
How often to love me ſhe fondly has ſworn, 5 | 4 
And when parted from me would ne'er ceaſe to mourn ; But 
All hardſhips for me ſhe would chearfully bear, 11 


And at night on my boſom forget all her care. 

To ſome diſtant climate together we'll roam, 

And forget all the hardſhips we meet with at home: _ 
Fate now be propitious, and grant me thine aid, 
Give me my Paltora and I'm more than repaid. 

5 THE| 


F 2 


TL Wn} 
' THE HIBERNIAN's WISH. 


WOU'D you know the way 


that Eve 


In Eden was caughr tri 
Arch SATAN twitch'd h rpg. manga] 


And ſhew'd a en pippin; 
"T-mpted by de her Py 1 


T was ſaid ſhe ill- us d Adam, 
And ever ſince the ſame alarm 
Bewitches Miss and MA bau. 


| The dad of Danae was a dolt/ 


| To lock a woman's will in; . 
A grins flower burſts each bolt, 
Miſs op'd her lap for filling. | 


1 Aſk beauties, who for chapmen wait, 


What tis they chiefly wiſh for, 


| They'll own, though moſt men take their bait, . | 


is only gold they fiſh. for, 


But why ſhould women bear the blame, 


: | Arts, Science, 


ne, 


THE 


| To brothels brought fair E . | 


When man, both out and in, Aung 
Will gamble at the golden gam 
Nor care my oy how the the win, In, Sie '# 


ade, outet. 
Mean mercenary 9 — 


All reas'ning ds, more-or leſs, © \ be! 


Shew ſe ellow feelings. 


Elevlian a ts truth diſgrace, EO IE 7x) 
Thy mas this an ound age 41 


And, Pandar-hke, too WA 
But henceforth Hibernia may ne new, 
Bar = no- ponder our wy 4 | 

t nobiy indepen ent oY, 


0 Twer! Sinton exc baſing ſprings | NCTE 
Earth, ſeas, and ſkies directur. n 
To whom we owe the beſt of kings, bh Fs WOE 
3 C 
IA. | 17" MS 8 5 


! 


The tyrant, arm'd with terror's ſeourge, | 
Awes ſubj ect fla ves i approve him, 


But — Hibernians- to GroRGE, a 
For in our hearts we love him. a 


Dear Liberty, celeſtial, Fire, 
Remain here 2 * 
May that ſpark catch, from Son to Sire, | ; 

From age to age iluming ; ; 
This is ev'ry Hibernian's ſong, "1 
This all we wiſh to be, boys; . F 
Let life be ſhort, let life be long, nas 
* let that life be free, boys. 


1 Pl 


—— „ 
VALENTINES DAY. 8 


WHEN bluſbes dy'd the cheeks of morn, 2 
And dew-dro gliſten'd on the thorn ; 5 
When ſky- 2 tun'd their carrols ſweet, 8 
To hail * God of light and heart A 
Philander, from his downy bed, ng By | 
To fair Lifetta's chamber ſped, h | 1 
- Crying—Awake, ſweet love of mine, 42 
Tm come to be thy Samabnge. 1: 0 1 


| Soft love, that balmy ſlee denies, | 
Had long unveil'd her brilliant eyes | B 
Which (that a kiſs ſhe might obtain) 5 

_- She 8 had clos'd again 1 

He f thus eau — .. 8 trap, ; 1185 

s into Thetis's lap, | | 

And near forgot that his defign, Ar 

Was but to — her Valentine. rar | 


— * ſtartiug, ery d- I am un Ou "FIT3 33 7 . 
lander — 822 youth, begone!! . 
For this mme, to your yows fincere, IH 1 
Make virtue, not your love, 2 34 ron +. ORE 
No lep has clos d theſe wat — r ö 
(Forgive the fimple fond diſgaiſe ); = 
To generous thoughts, your geaft-iacli to 
An be my faithful Vaentive; | 


4 —̃ — — 
- * oy * 


Fer I. who thought myſelf fo free, 


( 


"he brutal paſſion ſudden fled, 

Lair honour govern'd in its ſtead; . 

vnd both agreed, ere ſetting - ſun, | 
1 Join two virtuous hearts in one; . 
7 aerr beauteous offspring ſoon did prove 


_ "the ſweet effects of mutual love; 


and from that hour to life's decline, 


<5e bleſs'd the day of Valentine. 


- THE LINNETS. 
AS bringing home, the other day, 
Two Linnets I had ta'en, 


The little warblers ſeem'd to pray 
For liberty again : 


Unheedful of their plaintive notes, 


I fung acroſs the lea; | 


In vain they tun'd their pleafing throats, 
ree. 


5 And flutter'd to be 


As paſſing thro' the tufted grove, 
* my cottage ſtood, 
1 * myſelf the Queen of Love, 
en Clora's charms I view d: 
] look'd, I gaz d, I preſsd her ſtay, 
To hear my tender tale; | ! 


ut all in vain—ſhe fled away, 


. Nor could Py fighs prevail. 


Son, thro! the wound which love had made, 


Came pity to my breaſt ; 


And thus I (as compaſſion bade) 


The feather'd pair addreſs d: 
Le little warblers, cheexful be, 
Remember not ye flew : 


Am far more caught than you. 


1 
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HOW IMPERFECT 15 EXPRESSION. 
HOW imperfeR is expreſſion, 


Some emotions to irapart ! 
When we mean a ſoft confeſſion, 
And yet ſeek to hide the heart. 
When our boſoms, all complyimng, 
_ With delicious umults ſwell, 
And beat what broken, falt ring; dying, 
Language would, but cannot tell 


A 


R 


Deep 2 roſy terror, 3 
uite expreſſive paints my X 
| Af no —— — | 
Bluſnes eloquently ſpeak. | 
What tid' filent is my anguiſh, 
Or breath'd only to the air: 
Mark my eyes, and as they languiſh ; 
| Read what yours haye written there. 


2 bj yt 


Oh! that you could once conceive me, 
Once-my ſoul's ſtrong feeling view; 
Love has nought more fond, Believe me; 
Friendſhip nothing half ſo true. 
For you I am wild deſpairing, 
With you ſpeechleſs as I touch; 
This is all that bears declaring, ' - 
And perhaps declares too much. 


E 
LL 
Sa 
=r 
Sh; 
Br 


——— ——— —— * * p i 


/  TWEED-STDE.. 
WA beauties does Flora diſcloſe? 
Ho ſweet are her ſmiles pon Tweed? 
Vet Mary's ſtill tweeter thay fhoſe; 
Both natuzg and fancy exceed. 
Nor daiſie, nor ſweet bluſhing roſe, 
Nor all the gay flowers of the field, 
Not Tweed gliding gently thro* thoſe, 
$ - Such beauty and pleaſure does yield, 


\ 
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The warblers are heard in the grove, | 
The linnet, the lark, and the thruſh, 
The black-bird, and ſweet cooing dove, 
With mufic enchant ev'ry buſh. 
Come, let us go forth to the mead, 
Let us ſee how the primroſes ſpring, 
| We'll lodge in ſome village on Tweed, 
And love while the feather'd folks fing. 


How does my love paſs the long day ? 
Does Mary not tend a few ſheep ? 
Do they never careleſly ſtray, 
While happily ſhe lies aſleep ? | 
Tweed's murmurs ſhould lull her to reſt 
Kind nature indulging my bliſs, 
To relieve the foft pains of my breaſt, 
Fd fteal an ambrofial kiſs. 


"Tis ſhe does the virgin excel, 
No beauty with her may compare ; 
Love's graces all round her do dwell, 

She's faireſt, where theufands are fair. 
Say, charmer, where do thy flocks ſtray? 
Oh! tell me at noon where they feed; 
Shall I ſeek them on ſweet winding Tay, 
| Or the pleaſanter Banks of the Tweed? 


THE COBLER OF PIMLICO. 

THO! a Cobler is called but a low occupation, © - 
The practice of cobling' is come into faſhion,  —_ - © 
From me up to thoſe who wou'd cobble the nation. = 
Some ſay that Old Ireland wants heel-niecing, true, s.4 
Our country's trod upon like an old ſhoe, — 
And may Heel-pieces want. ayc, and Head - pieces too. 
One, vamping aur old conſtitution pretends· 
And turn and tranſlate it to ſerve ſelf and friends, 
All this is but botching to ſerve their own Ends. 

Ss 13 Each 


* 
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Each roof in this iſland with liherty rings, 

The good of their country each party-man ſings, 
The ſenſe ofthat phraſe is My country's good things. 
If I, ute td he Bagh hay _ ? . 
Good fouls Id icking, the ba- iſbanding, 
And then we ſhould — to a right underſtanding. 
Againſt want the cunning man wiſely provides, 
A ſtorm- ſnunning ſhepherd beneath a buſh hides, 
So as the times change we are ſure to change fides, 
With my awl in my hand, I'll Old Ireland defend, 
Giying room to my betters, who've much more to men i. 
May chey ſoon become better, or ſoon have an end. 


To thoſe who are heedleſs what here may miſhap, 25 | 


Their hearts are as þard as the ſtone in my lap, 


They're rakmg their ſwing, wou'd their ſwing was mx 


ſtrap. | OY 
I begin to wax warm, ſo I'll cloſe up my, ſeam, 
Or elſe I cou'd hammer out ſnch a fine theme, 
It was about ſomething I faw'd in a dream. 
To my Laſt I am come, and that ſhall not laſt long, 
So this is the laſt of a poor cobler's ſong, 8 8 
May they now be right whe till now had been wrong. 


0 8 wt 
--w . N - 


THE YELLOW-HAIR'D LADDIE. . 


IN April, when Primroſes paid the ſweet platu, 

And Summer approachmg rejaiceth the ſwain ; 

The Yellow-hatr'd Laddie would oftentimes gv 
To wilds and deepglens, where the kawthorn-crees grows, 


There, under the ſhade of an old ſacred thorn, 6 
With freedom he ſung his loves evening and morn: 

He ſung with ſo ſoft and enchanting a found, 

That Silvans and Fairies unſeen dauc'd around. 


The ſhepherd-thus ang Tho young Maya be fair 
Her — daſh'd with a ſcornful proud air; a 
But Sufie was handſome, and ſweetly could fing, 

Her breath like the breezes perfum'd in the ſpring. 


That 


(193 51; 


That Madie in all the gay Lloom of her 2 

Like the moon was inconſfant, and 4 . : 
But Sufie was faithful, good. humour d an — 

And fair as the — hs who ſprung from the ſea. 


That mamma's fine daughter, with all her great dow'r, 
Was awkwardly airy, and frequently ſour : 
'I hen, fighing, he wiſhed would Parents agree, 


The witty ſ weet Suſie bis Miſtreſs * be. 


Our can is full, we'll pum it out, 


JACK T-AR's SONG. 


COME buſtle, buſtle, drink about, 


And let us merry be, 


3 


* 


- And then all hands to 


And a failing we will 80. 


Fine Miſs at  dancing-ſchool | is taught. / 
The minuet to tread, | 
But we go better when we've brought | | 
The fore tack to cats head: 


The Jockey's call'd to horſe, to horſe; 
And ſwiftly rides the race, - oy 125 


But ſwifter far we ſhape our courſe 


When we are giving chace. 


| When horns and ſhouts the foreſt rend, 


His pack the huntſman cheers, 


1 As loud E hollow when we ſend, 


That | 


A broadfide to Mounſeers. 


The what's-their-dames, at uproars fquall 


With muſic fine and ſofr, 


* better ſounds our boatſwain's call, 


All hands, all hands aloft ” 


| with gold and Glver ſtreamers fine 


The ladies rigging ſhew, 


But Engliſh ſhips more rander ſhine, 


When prizes home we tow. 


| . © 
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What's got at fea we ſpend on- ſhore, 
With ſweethearts or our wives, 
And then, my boys, hoiſt ſail for more 
- "wm brave failors lives, 
55 And a ſailing we will go. 


RY 


— IN A BUMPER. 


T CAN'T for my life gueſs the cauſe of th. fuſs, 
Why we drink the health of each 3 titlea beldame ; 
t's a queen, or a princeſs, or ducheſs to us, 

We never have ſpoke to and ſee thera but ſeldom. 

Fill a bumper my hoſt, and I'll give you a toaſt 
We all have convers'd with, and ev'ry one knows i 

Fill it up to the top, and driuk ev'ry drop, | 

Here's—in a bumper wherever ſhe goes! 


Your high ſounding titles that kings can create, 
Derive all their luſtre and weight from the donor; 
But—can deſpiſe all this mock'ry of ſtate, 
For ſhe's in herſelf the true fountain of honour ; 
Sha fixes for life — wife, ö 
In her does the huſband, his honour repoſe ; 
Her titles are bright, all in her aun right, 
Here's—in a bumper wherever ſhe goes ! 


In rags or brocade the is equally great, 
er gives'rapture to all that bathe in it! 
On a ruſh-bottom chair or a down bed of ſtate, _. 
To blifs we're tranſported in leſs than a minute! 
She baniſhes caie, is a foe to deſpair, 
She's the lovelieſt Lethe to ſoften our woes: 
Nothing nature can boaſt can rival the toaſt 
Of- m a bumper wherever ſhe goes. 


Your wiſeacre critics are puzzling their brains, 

How ä and how coranets firſt came in taſtiĩon; 
Zut one peep at her's would have ſavd them the pains, 
For—wore a coronet ſince the creation; 


A title 


E „ 


A' title ſo'old, neber barter'd for gold, bh 
The u hole Britiſh phages would yainly oppoſe, 
Then let mother Eve due homage receive; 
Here's—in a bumper: wherever- ſhe goes! 


The peers on the trial of peers are to fit, : _.. 
Is therrjgreateſt diſtinction beyond all demal; . 
But—tho' untitled by parent or writ, .. 
Can bring, ;fus jure, g'en kings to a trials 
| Condemn'd to wear horns, poor G—ve—r fcorns 
The judgment he paſſes on impotent beaus; 
So juſtly ſevere may the ever appear; ' _ 
Here's—in a bumper wherever ſtie- goes! 
That nobles are born the adviſers of kings, 
| Is a maxim eſtahliſh'd i- 22 free nation; 9 
Then ſure a Juſt claim to that title ſhe brings, | | 
| Whoſe rhet'ric effected the great Reformation; | 
Tho Charles lent his ears to his perriwig peers, 
.  Yet—was the.counſeflor under the roſe : | 
She whiſper'd her mmd—the Commons grew kind—— 
 Here's—in a bumper wherever ſhe goes* 


That nobles are ſertenc'd to die by the axe, 5 
For breach of allegiance—we all muſt ha ve read it—— 
 Thus—when the bond of decorum-ſhe crackss 
-— Like a queen or a princeſs is always beheaded: 
The king without fees will execute theſe, _ | 
woes ow but the hangman will meddle with 
thole! „„ | 
Then fince from the throne ſuch deference is ſhewn, 
 Here's—in-a bumper wherever ſhe goes! | 


* Your ſtars and your garters, and ribbons profuſe, 
| And wide coat of arms that a beggar might quarter; WK 
How faint is their ſplendor, how trifling their uſe, 1 

; Compa'd with the ſtar that ſhines over the garter! 
s, That ſti in the front is the emblem of-, 

| In a lgvely field argent crown'd ſable, ſhe glows, 
ths - And two rampant——as ſapporters we fix: 

Here's—in a bumper whereyer ſhe goes ! 


* 
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PO YOU HE AR, BROTHER SFORTSMAN. 


DO you hear, brother ſportſman, the ; of the ho: un, 


And yet the ſweet pleaſure decline ? 
For ſhame, rouze your ſenſes, and, ere it is morn, 
Wich me the ſweet melody yolk. * - 


'Thro' the wood and the valley the traitor we'll rally, 
Nor quit him till panting he lies; NN 

While hounds, in full cry, thro* hedges ſhall fiy, 
| And chaſe the ſwift hare till ſhe dies. 


Then ſaddle your lleed, to the meadows and fields, 
Bath willing and joyous repair ; 9 
No paſtime in liſe greater ha appineſs yields, 
; han chaſing the fox and the hare. 


Far ſuch comforts,” . friend, on the  ſportipan = attend, 
No pleaſure like hunting is found, 
For when it is 0'er, as briſk as before, "TE! 
Next mqry we ſpurn up the ground, i 
JOCKY-. AND JEANY. 


| E Ov ſaid to . wilt thou do*t? 


| eer a fit, quo Jeany,. or my togher's goed, | d : 
For my togher's 8 good, I winna marry the. 
P E ens ye like, quo Jocky, ye me let it be. "==> 
IL ha' gowd and geer, I ha' land enough, 2 


Lha' ſeven good owſfen ganging in a plough. 


© Ganging in a plough,. and linking o'er the, lee, 
And gin ye winna take me, I eau let ye be. 


| 1 ha' a good houſe, a barn and a byer, 

A ſtack afore the door, Vil make a ranting fire: 
Ell make a ranting fire, and merry ſhall we be ; 
n Jean let ye be. 5 


* ſaid to gin ye winna tell, 

| all be the pri YH be the laſs myſel; 
Ye're a bonny lad, and I'm a laſſie free, 
Ve're welcomer to take me, tan to let r me be. 


= eee he en ee 
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THE. HUM BU d. | : 
THAT 8 joke, Johnny Gay has expreſs'd, 


In earneſt we'll make all we can of the jeſt ; 
A load of conceits, a long life we are lugging, | 
Which ſome are — by, and ſome are humbug- 


_ re roll, &c. 


His Honour with ——— cha 2 face, 
Bows round ta the levee, and ogles his Grace; : 
Then whiſpers his friend, Sir, depend cn wy wn — | 
But if yuu depend, you're hymbugg'd by the Lord. — 


9 the —— and ſhe wide ſpread her fan— 
n What ? 1 go to hed to a man? | 

I deteſt all male creatures! my God !—I ſhall ſwoon! v 

She did—and was brought to-bed, faith, before noon ! 4 


To London Pa ſent her, when biet was in' d, os 

Inviolate her maidenhead there ſhe maintain'd ; | 
For a virgin was wed, ſhe knew how to be mum, E 
So gain'd a good huſband, her eee 

1 2 

Miſs nicely edſery d. waſtly wulgar' 8 this word, 
© Immentely indelicate, monſtrous abſurg :” 
Yet laſt night, dear Miſs, when you thought yourſelf ak. 
You coufe 'd—without loving—life's a Hug: ” 


The wanton wife, often, too often, 1 fear. £5. 06. 4.8 
Proves words to be facts when ſhe calls her ſpouſe Deer; 

And enjoys the ſweet ekat as ſtol'n pleaſures ſhe bugs, _ 
How cunningly now ſhe her cuckold humpugs. Ge 3 B 


5 
1 


But buſband at home, as few marry'd men wiſh : . : 
To dine ev'ry day on the very fame diſh, 
Makes a meal with her maid, the thing publicly known | | 
Is. 
A tet2-a-tete feaſt, call“ the Lex Talionis. | 
Pall de roll, * 


cuasrrrv. 
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1 WONDER, quoth Dame, as her Spouſe he embraces, 
How ſtrumpets can look, how they dare ſhew their faces, 
And thoſe wicked wives Who fram huſband's arms fly ; 
Lord! where do they think they muſt go when they die? 
But next day by Huſband, witk Prentice Boy caught, 
When ſhe from the bed was to Toilet glafs brought, 
Her Head'he held up, with. this gentle Rebuke— | 
My dear! you was wiſhing to know how Whores look ! 
Turn your eyes to that table, at once you will fee _ 
What faces Jades wear; then, my dear, behold ME : 
Your-Features confeſs the Adultereſs clear, 
My Viſage exhibits how Cuckolds appear. 4 
You aſk'd where bad Wives go? why, really, my chick, 
You muſt, with the reſt of them, go to Old Nick ! M 
If Belzebub don't ſuch damn'd: Tenants difown, “ T 
For bad Wives, he knows, make a hell of their W. v 


All the. world wou'd be wed, if the Clergy could ſhew, 


A 
V 
B 


* 


Any rule in the ſervice to change 1 for O: 


How happy the Union of Marriage wou'd prove, = St 
Not long as we Live join'd, but long as we Love. 2:0 
At his-feet ſhe ſunk down, Sorrow lent her ſuck moans, Ic 


That Reſeniment was 'd by her tears and her tones. 
What cou'd'Hnbby do Gen ' what cou'd then Hubby do? 
But Sympathy fignck, as ſhe cxy'd,. he cry'd too. 
Oh Eorregio!' cou'd I Sigiſmunda n, 
or exhibit a Magdalen; Guido, like thine, 

w 


ould paiug:the:fond Look with the Penitent ſtole, H 

| That piercd her ſoft Partner, and ſunk to his Soul, 180 
8 Tranſported to d 5 ing! he rais'd the Diſtreſs d, F. 
And tenderly held bes long time to his breaſt ; H 


On the Bed gently laid her, by her gently laid, 
And the Breach there was clos'd the ſame way it was Pr 
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From 
He's welcome td the Britiſh ſhore. 
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From pole to — 


| THE TAYLOR DONE OVER. 


-- TAYLOR J ofiee Was as blithe as Cet need be, 
Until love, alas! has a devil ſure made me; 


1 that was fo luſty, was call'd Wilt the Rover, 
m done over. 


Am now a poor ſkeleton, Oh! I'm 


| How many à duy have I flood with gr 
And cut out my cloth to 
With a full 


eat pleafure 


my cuſtomer's mea 
yard for cabbage, I liv'd tien in clover, 


But Sue's cruel frowns has me almoſt done over. 
When firſt I beheld her in fills dreſ#d ſo gayly, 


I fell into fits, and they troubled me dail 
Oh! how cruebmuſt ſue be! the fight'cou 


not move her! : 


I fear that theſe fits will one day do me over. 


My 


| The Girls 
Was ever poor 


ſo 


Next time that I faw ber paſs by my 


gooſe (being hot) burn'd a fleeve r ; 
me, that I can go no where, 
ayior ſo badly done over ? 


"The laſt time I ſaw her was with a bold Sailor, 


| She fmild, and ſhe ſaid, * There's the done over Taylor!“ 


Good dye. ſaid ſhe, Stitch- loufe, Pm going to Dover!” 


A $O0LD1 ER's 


HE comes, he comes, the hero mes! 
| Sound, found the trumpets, beat, beat the drums; 


Prepare, 
Loudly, | 


t to 


So there is an end, for on Taylor's done over. 


SONG. 


port let cannons roar, 


prepare; 


* 2 


For virtue's 88 with 1 — 


[ 158 J 


kk LITTLE PLOUGH-BOY. 


A FLAXEN-headed cow-boy, as ſimple as may be, 
And next a merry plough-boy, I whiſtled o'er the lea; 
But now a ſaucy footman, | ſtrut in worſted lace, 
And ſoon I'll be a butler, and wag my jolly face: 
When ſtewart I'm promoted, I'll ſnip a tradeſman's bill, 
My Maſter's coffers empty, my packets for to fill, 
When lolling in my chariot, fo great a man Ill be, 


the Lea. 


I'll buy vetes at elections, but when I've got the pelf, 


When all my Ares are ſold off, why then 
Noes; | 


the ear, 


In court or city hanour ſo great I'll be,, 5 
You'll 122 the little plough- boy that whiſtled o'er the 
ea. 5 | 25 


SHANNON's FLOWERY BAN Rs. 


IN ſummer when the leaves were green and bloſſoms 
deck'd each tree, | 
Young Teddy then declar'd his love, his artleſs love to me, 


tale; 


Vet heed me not then, let me die and end my grief and 
care ; 

Ah, no dear youth, I ſoftly ſaid ſuch love demand my 
thanks | | 


And here! vow eternal truth on Shannon's flow'ry banks. 


You'll forget che little Plough-boy, that whiſtled oer 


I'll ſtand poll for the parliament, and then vote in myſelf, 
Whatever's good for me, Sir, I never will oppoſe, | 
U fell my 


In bawl, harangue and paragraph, with ſpeeches charm : 
And when I'm tir'd on my legs, then VI1 fit down a pger j x 8 


Ou Shannon's flow'ry banks we ſat, and there he told his 


Oh Patty, ſofteſt of thy ſex, let love, fond love prevail. 
Ah, well-a-day, you fee me pine in ſorrow and deſpair, 


And 


A 


21 


ban 
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artleſs pranks, 


away, 


ding-da 


heart 1s thine, 


is mine. 


banks. 


banks, 


And then I ſaw him fail away and 
From morn to eve, 

| fad I mourn! 
"the p21ce was made, the ſhip came back but Teddy 


ne er return'd ; 


in ranks, 


banks. 


THE BANKS OF THE DEE. 


Fa 


Thy banks, 
' F'was there I 
Of Jamie the glory and pride of the Dee. 


the nightingale ſung from the tree, 
rock, where the river was flowing, 


And then he vow'd eternal truth on Shannon's flow'ry 
And then we gather'd ſweeteſt flow'rs, and play's ſuch 
But woe is me, tl. s preſs-gang came and forc'd my Ned | 
Juſt when we nam'd next morning fair to be our wed- 
My love (he 5 y'd) they force me hence, but fill my 
All peace be your's, my gentle Pat, while war and toil | 
| With riches I'll return to thee, I ſobb'4 out words of 
And goods, vow'd eternal wath 6 on Shannon's s flow ry 
| And then we vow'd eternal truth on Shannon's flow ry 


in the hoſtile banks; 
7 af twelve dull months, his abſence 


$1is beauteous face ad manly form has won 2 nobler fair, 
My Teddy's falfe, and 1 forlorn mult die in ſad deſpair. 
Ye gentle Maidens, ſee me laid, while you ſtan: round 


And plant a willow o'er my grave on Shannon's flow'ry 


was fummer when ſoftly the Breezes were e 
And ſweetl 
A the foot © 
[ ſat myſelf down on the Banks of the Nee: 


Plow on, lovely Dee flow on, thou ſweet river, 


reſt ſtreams, ſhall be dear to me ever; 


rſt gain'd the aſfection and favour 


But 


— 


na 2 2 * 


i 


©. 


But now he's gone from me, and left me thus mourning, 
To quell the proud rebels, for valiant is he; 

Ah! yet there is hopes of his ſpeedy returning, 
To. wander again on the Banks of the Dee: 

He's gone, hopeful youth, on the loud roaring billows, 


The kindeſt, the braveſt of all his dear fellows, 
And left me alone, on the once-loved willows, = 
The lonelieſt maid on the Banks of the Dee. 


Time and my prayers may perhaps . reſtore him, 
Bleſt Peace may return my lov'd ſoldier to me. 
When he comes home with ſuch care Fil watch o'er him, 


He ne'er ſhall again leave the Banks of the Dee: 


The Dee then ſhall flow, all its beauties n, 


The lambs on its banks ſhall again be ſeen playing, 
While I with my Jamie am careleſly ſtrav ing, | 
And taſting again of the ſweets of the Dee. 


"THE PROKER. 


ABOUT twenty years ago, Ally Croker made a great 


noiſe 


And was bawl'd about the ſtreets by the dirty little boys, 


Tho' her face was more cleaner than the yellow oaker, 
I'd ſing a better fong about a little proker. | 


O the ſweet the pretty little proker, 

I'd fing a better | 59 about a little proker, 
Tas in Ballyporeen, of the county I've forgot the name. 
But it was in Ireland, fo. it is all the ſame 
A great fat greaſy landlady, ſo fat the devil choak her, 


She accus'd poor Paddy Ponſonby with ftealing of her 


proker. Ss 
; O the ſweet, &c. 


Now Pat he was a grenadier in what they call the Light 


horſe, 


And a cleaner tight fellow upon my ſoul there never was, 


Then 


ow) yt wy tf 


i i WH 
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Then Pat he roar'd out, Blood an'ouns, do you take me 
| for a ſtoker, 


From the devils fire-ſide, I'd come to ſteal away your 
proker, 


Bad luck to you, you bitch, and your. dirty loufy 


proker, &c. 


Why Sir, ſays ſhe, I neither knwnds 1 nor cares advur you 
at all at all, 


But fince you are for quarrelling, and determined: to 
keep up the ball, | | 

You mult take your bible-oath, and without any, joker, 

That you neither know from word or deed about the 
little proker. 


The devil fly away with you * your dirty back- 
guard proker, 


Now Pat he ſwore by the Hill of Howth, and by the 
| Holy Father roo, 5 
By all — ſaints in the calendar gather'd there tog ether +. 


By the — of his body, and by the bread he broke 


here, 


That he neither knew from word or deed about the little 


proker. 


.D—mn you, you bitch, and your * Wy | 


proker, &c. 


—— — 
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Now ell that you could ſay or do had no eſſect upon her, 
Becaſe as why, ſays ſhe, you know you never pledged: 


our honour, \ 
With that he ſtarted back, clapp'd his hand behind hig 
cloke here, | 
Touch my honour, touch my like, zounds, woman, 
there's your proker. 


O the ſweet the pretty little proker, 
md ing a better ſong about a little proker. 


DOWN 
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DOWN THE BURN, DAVY LOVE. 


WHEN trees did bud, and fields were green, 
And broom bloom'd fair to ſee ; 
When Mary was complete ffteen, 
And love laugh. d in her eye; 
Blithe Davy's blinks her heart did move 
To ſpeak her mind thus free ; 
Gang down the burn, Davy love, 
And I will follow thee. | | 
” | : Down the burn, &c. 
Now Davy did each lad ſurpaſs, | 
That dwelt on this burn fide, 
And Mary was the bonnieſt laſs, 
_ Juſt meet to be a bride: 
Her cheeks were roſy, red and white, 
Her een was bonny blue, E 
Her looks were like Aurora bright, 
Her lips like dropping dew; | N 
DP Blithe Davy's blinks, &c, 
As down the burn they took their way, | 
What tender tales they ſaid! : 
His cheeks to her he aft did lay, 
And with her boſom play'd ; 
Till baith at length impatient grown, 
To be mair fully blett, | . 
In yonder vale they lean'd them down, 
Love only ſaw the reſt. - 7 
5 Blithe Davys blinks, &? 
As faith had dealt to him a'routh, | | 
Strait to the kirk he led her, 


There plighted her his faith and trouth, 


And a bonny bride he made her; 
No more aſham'd to own her love, 
Or ſpeak her mind thus free, 
Gang down the burn, Davy love, 
And I will follow thee. 5 
| Down the burn, &c. 


SELECT 
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SELECT COUNTRY DANCES. 
„„ Foals. 

1b acroſs, half around left- hands, back 


again, lead down the middle, up again, and caſt, alle- 
mand with your pirtner, hands fix round. 


The 5 Turn hands quite round, and caſt off, 


then turn left-hands, ſet three and three top and bottom, 
and turn your partner, ſet three and three ſide-ways, 
and turn your partner, hands fix round, ſame back 
again. . | a; 
The Fairies, The firſt gentleman ſet and turn the 
third lady, the firſt lady do the fame with the __ 
tleman, lead through the bottom, and caſt up, lead 
through the top, and caſt off, hands four round at the 
bottom, right aud left at top. 5 ag 85 
The * of Curzola. Hey contrary ſides, then on 
our own ſides lead down the middle, up again, and 
caſt off, hands four round at the bottom, right and left 
at top. wha ag 3 ; . 
Tie Combat. The firſt gentleman turn the ſecond 
lady, the firſt lady turn the ſecond gentleman, firſt, 
ſecond and third couple promenade quite round, crofs 
over firſt couple, lead through the top, and caſt off, 
hands fix quite round. N . 

The Enchanted Wood. Right- hands aeroſs, left-hands 
back again, lead down the middle, up again, and caſt |} 
off, allemand with your partner, right and left at top. 

Harlequin Vagaries. The firſt couple allemand with 
the right-hand, then with the left, firſt and ſecond cou- 
ples ſet and change ſides, the. fame back again, lead 
down the middle, up again, and caſt. off, Is ſix 
round. 5 | — K ; | | 
The Mail Coach. The firſt couple. turn right-hands 
half round left-hands, back again, the ſecond * 

e * 
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do the fame, firlt and ſecond couple promenade round 25 


ficit couple lead don the ntiddle, up again, and caſt off 


Vauxhall Jubilee. Caſt off two couples, up again, 


right-bands acroſs, left hands back again, lead down the 
middle, up again, and caſt off, allemand with yohr 
Nie Riyal Grove. Half figure on the contrary ſide 
and allemand, figure up on your own fide and allemand 
acroſs over two coulple, lead up with allemand paſſes, 
and caſt off. | ; 


The Fortune Hunters. Caſt off two couple, lead up 


| trop and caſt off, hands, four at bottom, right aud 


left at top. | | | 

The Revelee. Turn right-hands round, left-hands 
back again, lead down two couple, caft up one couple, 
ſet three and three top and bottom, then ſide-ways, 
hands fix quite round. by 


The Heireſs... Caſt off two couple, and up again, croſs 
over two couple, ip aggin, and caft off, hands four quite | 


round at bottorn, right and left at top. 

Ne Ferry Boat. The firſt gentleman ſets to the 
ſecond lady, and turns ker, the firſt lady ſets to the 
ſecond gentlemau, and turns, crofs over quite round the 


ſecond coupts, gallop donn two couple, up again, foot 


it, and ca 


The Morning Rout. The Grſt gentleman Jead the 


* ſecond round, the firſt and ſecond ladies then turn both 
hands with their partners, ladies do the fame, hands 
acroſs four, aud back again, lead through the ſecond 


couple, and caſt off. a | N 
The Happy Fiſhermen, Firſt gen: leman foot it to the 


ſecond lady, and turn his partner, firſt Tady foot it to 
ſecond gentleman, and do the ſame, crof- over two cou- | 


ple, lead up 6ne, and turn, hands fix round, lead to the 


* 


top, caſt oft. 


Nie Poloneſe. Caſt off firſt couple lead through the. 
bo: om, and caſt up one, lead through the top, and cad 
off, | 


hands {x round, right and left at top. 


— 


Roling- 


l 
Rolling Tom. The firſt and ſecond couple foot it, and 


change hides, the ſame back again, croſs over one cou- 
ple, right and left at top. | 8 8 


The Li Lottery. Righ:i-hands acrofs, left-hands 


back again, change ſides, and back again, lead down 
the middle, up ayain, and caſt off, allemand with 
Four partner. | | | 
77e Ramp. The firſt; ſecond and third gentleman 
take hands and go round their partners, the ladies do 
the ſame, the firſt couple go round with the allemand 
till they come in their places again, the ſecond and 
tnird couple follow, croſs over, aud right and left. 


Die Diſbanded _ Lead down two couple, and 


ballance allemand, up again, and ballance allemand, 


| the three fiiſt couple ballance all round, caſt off right 
and left. En: 1 5 85 


The Fairy's Joy. Half right and left, and back 
again, caft off hands four with the third couple, right 
aud left at top. „ , 


Te Pruſſian Dragoon. H-y contrarv ſides, then on 


Four own Ude, hands fix quite round, lead through the 


| third couple, and caſt up, one lead to the top, and | 


- eat oS 


Tumbling and Trampling. | The firſt and ſecond cou- 


ple hands acroſs half round, the ſame back again, lead 
down the middle, up again, and cait off. 
| 2 Hornpipe. Six hands round twice, three 
couple link and dance round ſee ſaw and right and left. 

Andreau Cary, Caſt off two couple, and back again, 
croſs oyer rwo couple, fer long corners, dance out at 
the fides, and turn your partner. 1 Te? 

All Alive. Caſt off and four hands round with 34 
couple, dance __ the middle, up again, caſt 


and right and | | 

Bonny Lads. Caſt of two couple and back again, 
ſet and baulk long corners, and between each ſetting, 
ro fet and baulk to your partner, then ſet long corners, 


* 


* 


out at the ſides and turn your partner. 3 
1 . | ; Brown's 
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Brown's Rant. Dance back and charge places, cro's 


over two couple, lead up and ſet long corners, out as 


the ſides and turn your partner, | 
Ballet of Oyfters. Caſt off two couple and up again, 
dance down E idle and up 8 off, ſet cop- 
ner ways, lead out at the ſides and turn. EO 


Bucks of We/tmeath. Dance, back and change phces» 


lead down the middle and up again, caſt o 
round with third couple, right and left at top. 


| Baltioura. Dance down the middle two couple · 


hook with right-arm, turn and caſt up one couple, 
hook with left arm and caſt up to the top; caſt off one 
couple, ſet long corners, out at the ſides and turn. 


Conner? rope „ 'Thrce hand round with ſecond 


woman, gitto with ſecond man, firſt and ſecond couple 
dance back, foot it and turn their partner, ditto and 
turn again, croſs over one couple and right and left. 


Dainty Davy. Dance down the middle, one couple 


back again, catt off one couple, and dance down ano- 


ther couple, cait off one more, then ſix hands round, 
lead up to the top and caſt off one couple, then firſt man 
hook 3d woman, then his partner ; then hook 2d woman, 


and his partner again, dance outſide and turn your 


partner, | 8 | 


Widow Dickens. Caſt off one couple and turn partner, 


ditto another couple and turn again, then fall in between 


third man and woman, all four in a breaſt, ditto with 


ſecond man and woman, lead up and caſt off one cou- 


ple hands- a- croſs with third couple, fee ſaw with ditto, 
Tight and left with ſecond couple. N 


Nancy Dawſon. Firſt and ſecond couple dance back 


and change places, firſt couple croſs over one couple, 


ſecond couple do the ſame, right and left hands a-croſs, 
4 3 down the middle one couple, foot it, right and 
ETT. » | | = 


Fanny's Fancy. Dance down one couple, turn your 


partner, caſt off another, turn your partner ſix hands 

2 lead up to top, caſt off one couple, and right and 
td. | ; 8 | 

+ 1 Follow 
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Follow me Lads. Hands a croſs and back again, 


croſs over one couple right and left. 


Hamilton's Rant. Caſt off two couple and back again, 
then the man to fall in between zd man and woman, 
the woman at the fame time fall in between 2d man 


and 24 woman, all footing it at one time: Then the 


man to fall in between 24 and zd woman, and the 
woman tofall in between 2d and 3d man and foot it, 
ſet long corners, out at the ſides and turn. | 


Hey me, Nancy. Firſt man beckons to his partner, 


and caſts off two couple, ſhe beckons to him, and returns 
back again, then croſs over two couple, ſet long cor- 
ners, dance out all fides and turn. 8 | 


Fole in the Wall. Caſt off one couple, and hook, up 
to the top and hook, heys contrary partners, ſet corners 
and out ac the Sas. 7 "SRC: 


- Kirghland Reel. Dance down two couple and up 


again, fix hands round and back again, dance and turn 
your partners, right and left at top. TE Yo. 


The 1i/5 Lass. Caſt off one couple, dance to your 


partner, caſt ctf another, the fame: dance down the 
middle, up again and caſt off at top, change fries with 


zd couple, dance down the middle, up again, and right 


and left with 2d couple. | | 


Fachs Alive. Right and left-hands acroſs, croſs over 
2d couple, lead up to the top, caſt off, one couple fix 
hands round, .right and left at top. | 


Kits Wed ing. Firſt and ſecond couple dance back 


and change places, crols over one couple, right and left. 


L Right and left hands acroſs with ſecond 
couple, then firſt man beckon to his partner and caſt off 
2d couple, ſhe beckons to him, and returns back, then 
changes places, and firſt man dance with ſecond woman, 
firſt woman da the ſame with ſecond woman at the ſame 
| rime, then change again, and dance back with ſecond 
couple, crofs over and right and left. . 5 


Lads of Air. Firſt man dance to ſecond woman, he 


| caſt down and ſhe at the ſame tinie; ſecond man 3 
„ 5 | | " 


x 
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firſt woman do the ſame, right and left hands acroſs: 
iſt man ſet and turn 24 woman, 2d man ditto with iſt 


woman, lead down the middle one couple, foot it right 
and left, e 


Lady Berkley's him. Caſt off two couple, up again, 
fall in three below and three above, fix hands round and 


back again, dance to your partner and turn, right and 


left at top. 


Miners of Wicklow. Caſt off one co ale and foot it, 
ditto another couple and back again, lead down the mid- 


dle two couple and back again, then caſt off one couple, 


ſer long corners, out at the ſides and turn. 85 
Maloney's Fig, [See Miners of Wicklow. ] 
Merry Dancers. Dance back and change places; firft 
man ſet and turn ad woman, firſt woman with ad man, 
croſs over one couple, and right and left. 8 


The Major. Croſs over to the bottom, then ſee ſar 


to top, all the company join hands and dance round, 


caſt off and gallop to the bottom LING 
Dufty Miller. Half heys below zd couple, acrofs 

over between zd and 34 couple, hook and turn your 

partner; then hook and turn long corners, and between 


each corner to. hook and turn your partner, ſet long cor- 


ners, out at the ſides and turn. 


Piper's Maggot. Caſt off two couple and back again, 


lead duwn the middle to ſecond couple's place, and caft 


up to the top, then croſs over two cvuple, ſet long cor- 


ners, out at the ſides and turn. 


Aas upon à Trencher. Firſt and ſecond couple dance | 
back and change places, croſs over two couple, ſet long | 


corners, dance out at the ſides, foot it, and turn your 


partner. | 


' Prieft in his Boots. Right and left hands a- eroſs, 


croſs over one couple, and right and left. 


Nyeen of Hearts. Hook with right arm and tur 22 
hands 


off one couple, and ditto with left arm, four' 
round twice, ſet long corners, out at the fides and turn. 
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TOASTS, SENTIMENTS, &c. | 


12 'yeomen of Ireland, and a downfall to the 

| Ariſtocracy, . . | 1 

The majeſty of the People. | ö 

May our cannons ſpeak the voice of the people, if our 
WM. 5 2 Vill 2 

A downfall to a corru 

Tie Cont 

May corruption ceaſe to be meaſures of our rulers, 


of Commons. 


May ihegread of « foreign enemy never make us fer- 


get our domeſtic foes. ' 


The Volunteers of Ireland May they prove a terror 
to their foreign, and a fcourge to their domeſtic foes. - 


May the number of our Volunteers equal the number 
of the mien of Ireland. | 1 


Cæſar's fate to the firſt man that propoſes a union be- 


tween Great-Britain and Ireland. 


A ſpeedy doownfall to thoſe magiſtrates who diſpoſe of 


the rights of their fellow-citizens, to aggrandize 
themſelves, Pg 
The virtuous minority of 110. | 
The 12th of October, 1579, | 
The infant manufa&nres of Ireland. 
The linen trade of Ireland. : | | | 
The exports of Ireland, and the enemies of it the firſt. 


The King of Ireland. 


The Queen and her children. 

The liberty, not the licentiouſneſs of the preſs.  _ 

Proſperity to Ireland and- her legitimate ſons, and a 
ſpeedy converſion to her ſpurious progeny. 


A union of ſentiment and intereſt to the men of Ireland. 


An Iriſh admĩniſtration ſupported by the men of Ireland 
not by the venal —_ 


reland. 
Pleaſure here, and happineſs hereafier. . 
Riches to the generous, and power to the merci{1}, 
Health in freedom, and content in bondoge. 


#ution— Arms to defend. and ſpirit to ſupport. 


aſe of an ariſtocratic factiom 
The united ſtates of America. 1 


1A * adjuftment without deceit to the trade 


H 
Lenity to the fauits of others, and judgment ta correct 


dur o. Wu. | . 
May providence unite the hearts that love. 


May authority be amiable without debaſing its dignity.” 


May we learn to know qur own hearts better, and truſt 
them leſs. | | 


May we never pronounce certain judgment without | 


certain knowledge. 


May we 'never condemn that in others, which we 


would p irdon in ourſel ves. 


May ue never find charms in beauty wheremodelly is 


__ wanting, | 1 5 
May we aways have a friend, and know his value, 
May we never condemn by hear ſay, nor applaud by 


= wry 6 | : 
May we be faithful tg our friends, aud. generous to 


our enemies, o | 
May our pride never increaſe our enemies, nor put 
our friends !0 flight. N | 1 
May our bappineſs be fincere and our joys e erlaſting. 
Senſe to gain a heart, and merit to keep it. . 


May our diſtinguiſhing mark de merit rather than 


| money. | | 
May our days be long and qur hearts merry. 
The ſweets of friendſhip and wy of love. 


May our virtnes be rather the effect of religion, than 


the gift of nature. | 
Health and cantent to all oar abſent friends. 
May fortune Le always an attendant an virtue. 
The man of my hopes, and the hopes of my heart. 
More dultry and leſs vanity to the people of Ireland. 


May ability for doing good be equalled by inclination. 


May we be flaves to nothing but our duty, and friends 


to nothing but merit. 


Conftancy in loye and ſincerity in friendſhip. 

A head to earn, and a heart to ſpend. f 
Mar all honeſt ſouls find a friend in need. 
| All good men great, and great yp good. 

\ May kiffing Houriſh and vice decay. 
Community, Unity, Navigation, and Trade. 
May our love like our wine improve by its age. 
May we never taſte the apples of affliction. 


Long live the King. 


My 
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May the man we love be honeſt, and the land we live 
in fre. ee 


| The honeſt patriot and unbiaſſed Iriſhman. 


May power ever continue in the friends of Ireland. 
The ſteady friends of Ireland. . 


May we nevesz meet an old friend with a new face. 


| May we never giveonrſelves the denial by aſking what 


| we have ng right to obtain. 
May we never imagine onrſelves in want, by looking. 
at the abundance of others. 5 

May we never murmur at the things that muſt be, but 
patiently bear the ills we cannot redreſs. | 
Union, * r among the friends of 
liberality, a Health to all honeſt men, a trip up to 
all Scoundrels, and may the devil ride rough-ſhod 

over the Raſcally+part of the Creation. | | 


Health, Love, and ready Rhino, to all that you and kh 


know. | $ 
May genius and merit never want a friend. © © 
May we never deſire plenty, but to relieve the unhap- 

py, and ſuccour the diſtreſſed. | | 


_ | May the cares which bound the heart of the covetous, © © 


never diſturb our peace. 


May poverty never oppreſs us, nor 8 make 5 


proud | 8 . 
May we never be influenced by jealouſy or governed 
by intereſt. | g 


May we never be ſo covetous as to live like beggars for 


fear of being poor. | 1 5 

May hemp bind him, whom honour cannot. 
A well ſpent life to make old age happy. 
3 to — 3 | 

71py to meet, to part, a y to meet again. 
Li to one, friendihip to a few, and. good will to all. 
Relief to all opprefied, and diſtreſſed. | 
Independency and a genteel ſufficiency. 
May our be * pait be the worſt to come. 
May the honeſt heart never know diſtreſs. 
The 23283 that pleaſe on reflection. 
Succels to the lover and Joy to the beloved. 
Love without fear, and life without care. 8 
Short ooo and long corns to the enemies of Ireland. 
Succeſß o our hopes, and enjoy ment to our 8 | 
e * 33 May 
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May we never be ſai baſe as to envy the happineſs of 


.others. 
May we — think a rich man wiſe, merely for his 
| weal 
Succeſs to our hopes, and enjoyment: ta our viſtas...” 
May we have in our arms, tha e we: love in our hearts. 
May we rather endeayour to hilb an injury by . 
than 1 injure ourſelves: by reven | 
Eyery man goed and ev oman pleaſed. 
| Health, joy and — -—ogy 
Content in a cottage, and envy to none. 
May the borough of + gh never want a fanding 
ma 
May he who wants friend "alſo want friends. 
1283 — ures to faceptt le minds. 
May the ineſs of others, rather melt us to tears 
of fenlld bility, than, the ſmile of indifference. ©&© 
Here's 1 Claret, and Caſh. 
May our joys with the fair, give pleaſure to the heart. 
Good trade and well paid. 
Friendſhip without intereſt and love without deceit. 
The tea af life, creamed with love, and W 'd 
wit matrimony. 
The f rige of life and harveſt of enjoyment. Let 
May the ſingle be married, and the married Ry 
Health and pleaſure, mirth and eaſe. 
May the better fortunes of others, never put = out 
of conceit with our own. 
Every honeſt man his right, and every rogue a W 
Healths, hearts, homes, and inclinations. 
Long live great George our ** — 3 5 


* —_— 


